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NOTES OF THE DAY. 


THE debates on the Address which have occupied Parlia- 
ment during the week are referred to fully elsewhere. They 
have been characterised by a very languid feeling, and 
although some good speeches have been made, it cannot be 
said that the tone of the debates—particularly on the Irish 
Question—has been very high. Apparently on both sides 
there is a strong feeling that the time for talking about 
details has passed, and that nothing now really remains but 
to fight the great battle of principle. The weariness and 
distaste for details is apparent on both sides ; but it is more 
evident among the Ministerialists than among the Opposition. 
Not a few supporters of the Ministry would welcome a sudden 
dissolution ; though the idea of dissolving at Easter, generally 
attributed to Mr. GoscHen, has for the moment been 
abandoned. 





Wuart will the historian, who in the distant future turns 
over the pages of the English press for the present week, 
think of the morality of our journalists? The Report of the 
Parnell Commission is hailed as a triumph by both sides. 
We have sufficiently explained elsewhere our views as to the 
true character of that momentous document. Popular instinct 
accepted it yesterday week as an acquittal of the defendants 
on all the points of real importance, and as usual the popular 
instinct was entirely accurate. The points on which the 
Judges have reported against the Irish members are not 
only points on which the public had long ago obtained 
the fullest and most accurate information (e.g., they ac- 
tually make a solemn report of a fact so notorious as 
that Mr. Davitr was a Fenian!), but are points which 
do not in any way affect the personal honour of the 
members implicated. Now the whole point of the Zimes’ 
contention in its articles on “ Parnellism and Crime” was, that 
Mr. PARNELL and other Irish members were guilty of 
having—not negatively, but positively—aided and abetted in 
the commission of crime, and that consequently they were 
unfit to be received among honourable men. Even Sir 
RICHARD WEBSTER—whose indecent speech at Oxford has 
excited such general reprobation—must admit that the 
Report of the Commission is absolutely adverse to the con- 
tention of the Zimes on this point. 





Stitt the Zimes, with a natural reluctance to admit its own 
defeat, is fighting hard to mislead the public once more. It 
even goes so far as to insinuate that, after all, the Judges were 
compelled to acquit Mr. PARNELL and his colleagues, simply 
because it was so difficult to get direct legal evidence to 
implicate them, and not because their guilt must not 
be apparent to every intelligent man! We need not waste 
our space in commenting upon this monstrous allega- 
tion. It is only one degree more monstrous than the 
deliberate statement made by the 7imes and other newspapers 
that the majority of the charges made against the Parnellites 
had been proved. All the nonsense talked about their 
having been found guilty of a “criminal conspiracy ” simply 
means that before they were Home Rulers some of them 
were anxious to secure the absolute independence of Ireland. 








They were wrong then: but who is the man who pretends to 
regard their mistaken aspiration after Irish independence as a 
crime? And of what other crime have they been convicted ? 


THE question, “ What will they do with it?” as applied 
to Ministers and the Parnell Commission Report, is one of 
burning interest. The Zimes, with the felicity which has charac- 
terised its utterances all through this business, first suggested 
that some, at least, of the Irish members ought to have been 
imprisoned, and then followed that up by hinting that they 
would certainly have been hanged if they had lived a couple 
of hundred years ago! It would be interesting to know 
what would have been the fate of the proprietor of the Zimes 
two hundred years ago, if he had been convicted of having 
by means of a forged letter libelled the character of a 
a member of Parliament. Neither Ministers nor the House 
of Commons, however, will now follow the cue of the Z7mes. 
That has been done once too often already. 





Amonc the speeches made outside Parliament during the 
week, the division of opinion regarding the meaning of the 
Report of the Royal Commission has been as plainly apparent 
as it has been in the Press. For instance, on Monday 
Lorp Rupon, speaking at Tottenham, dwelt upon the 
terrible character of the ordeal to which the Irish mem- 
bers had been exposed, and demanded further inquiry 
for the exposure and punishment of their traducers ; whilst 
Lorp DuNRAVEN, speaking at New Cross, carried the vice 
of exaggeration so fay as to declare that the Report of the 
Judges “fully justified all that was contained in the Zimes 
with one exception”—a statement which leads us to the 
belief that Lorp Dunraven has never found time to 
read either the articles in the Zimes or the Report of the 
Judges. 

WHILE the Conservative papers are at once insisting that 
the Irish members deserve prosecution, and lamenting their 
own impotence in the matter, Mr. L. AGAR ELLis—whose 
name is familiar as an exponent of the extreme “ loyal Irish” 
section—warns the Standard of Tuesday that if a prosecution 
is not undertaken, the members of the loyal minority in Ire- 
land will hasten to make terms with the Nationalist leaders 
and prepare for the inevitable. If this is to be the result 
of the Commission, it will really have led to some good, after 
all. 





On Tuesday a large meeting of the representatives of the 
Liberal Associations throughout the country was held in the 
National Liberal Club, and resolutions were unanimously 
passed congratulating the Parnellite members on their 
triumphant vindication, and denouncing the Zimes as the 
author of “the foulest and most malignant libel to be 
found in our political history.” 





THE elections to the German Parliament took place on 
Thursday. At the moment of writing, the general results had 
not been made known. It was already clear, however, that 
the Socialist vote had been largely increased in Berlin, and 
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the most competent observer believed that a similar result 
would be apparent throughout Germany, the Socialist party 
gaining strength at the expense of the Radicals. 





At the half-yearly meeting of the shareholders of the 
London and North Western Railway Company on Thursday, 
complaint was made by various shareholders of the gross 
political intimidation said to be exercised at Crewe by certain 
of the higher officials of the Company. The statements which 
have been made on this subject by workmen of the Com- 
pany are specific and detailed, and ought to have been met 
on the part of the Directors with some statement which 
would at least have convinced the world that they had no 
sympathy with any system of intimidation. Instead of taking 
this course, the chairman, SiR RicHARD Moon, was ill-advised 
enough to make a silly speech denying every charge brought 
against the officials, and denouncing as “ disgraceful” the 
conduct of those who had attacked Mr. WEBBE, the official 
regarding whom complaint has been made. If the London 
and North Western Company should recover its character 
for political impartiality, it will owe no thanks to Sir 
RICHARD Moon, 





THE Miners’ Federation of Great Britain has unanimously 
resolved to demand an advance of 10 per cent. on all work- 
men’s wages ; and there is a prospect of serious trouble in 
the labour market in consequence. In the meantime 
a portion of the miners are pushing the movement in 
favour of an Eight Hours Bill upon politicians in London, 
and are meeting with some support among the popularity- 
hunters of both parties. That eight hours’ work at a stretch 
underground is ample seems to be believed by everybody ; 
but that a Bill is necessary in order to prevent men being com- 
pelled to work longer is admitted by few who have studied the 
question. Mr. GLapstone, who received a deputation on the 
subject this week, showed strong sympathy with the position 
of the miners, but gave them little reason to hope that he would 
support legislation for limiting their hours of work. 
Fortunately the great mass of Liberal members are sound 
upon this labour question. But, as we point out elsewhere, 
it is not only necessary to be firm in resisting unwise action 
regarding the regulation of labour. The Liberal party must 
have a policy of its own if it is to retain the confidence of the 
working population. 





THE miners’ argument—which considerably impressed 
both Lorp Dunraven and Lorp RanpoLpH CHURCHILL— 
is: We can secure an eight-hours day for ourselves, but only 
by the wasteful method of a general strike; the Legislature 
can secure it for us with less friction. This may be so; but 
it may be feared that there will still be plenty of disputable 
points left—not merely as to wages questions, but as to attempts 
by employers to contract themselves out of the Act, or evade 
it by various methods. Strikes thus caused will engender far 
more ill-feeling than a general strike, and, what is important to 
the strikers, they will be less strongly backed by public sympathy, 
which is excited by a demand for shorter hours, but cannot 
possibly be excited by questions of technical detail as to 
whether this or that particular local regulation is or is not an 
infringement of the spirit of the Act. The managers of the 
Unions may be ill-advised in dispensing with the motive 
power afforded them by a large, plain, and intelligible issue. 





Art the National Liberal Club (Political Economy Circle) 
on Wednesday, Mr. J. FLETCHER Mouton laid down two 
important principles of local taxation :—That personal 
property ought not to be taxed, having no particular 
locality; and that property in land in towns must be 





regarded as constituting a right— not to the gross return, 
but to the net return—that is to say, after deducting a fair 
proportion of the expenses necessary that the town 
may exist at all. The means of carrying this principle 
into effect are—the separate assessment of land and buildings, 
and an arrangement (similar to that usual with income tax) 
by which the occupier shall pay both rates and deduct the 
former from his ground rent—contracts to the contrary to be 
illegal. Mr. Mouton has dealt with the subject in greater 
detail in a valuable little pamphlet on the “ Taxation of Ground 
Values,” recently distributed by the Free Land League. 





SoME time ago a writer in the Journal of the Home Rule 
Union suggested the introduction of political district visiting, 
for the distribution (on loan) of Liberal literature. Something 
of the kind is certainly desirable in London, if only to lighten 
the task of “ tracing addresses,” which is now so important a 
part of the canvasser’s work, and which is a matter of extreme 
difficulty to strangers in the district. The literature need not 
be confined to strictly party publications. The proposed 
Journal of the Russian Vigilance Committee, noticed in these 
columns last week, might very well be among those distri- 
buted. It is among the voters’ wives that the Primrose Leaguers 
work, and whom it is now important to secure. 





THE programme for discussion at the Berne Conference 
on the Labour Question has been set forth by the Swiss 
Government. There are six questions raised :—1. The pro- 
hibition of Sunday labour. 2. Fixing the minimum age for 
admitting children to factories. 3. Fixing a maximum day’s 
work for young workmen. 4. Prohibition of the employment 
of young people and women in dangerous or unhealthy 
labour. 5. Restriction of night-work for young people and 
women. 6. The means of putting in practice the principles 
adopted. And as England has already adopted every single 
principle involved, and might have given enormous aid to the 
Continental Powers by expounding the working of her own 
Factory Laws and their results, it is hard to praise Lorp 
SALISBURY’S narrow neglect of a golden opportunity for good. 





Tue Legislature of Jersey is discussing a Ballot Bill, and 
the argument so well known in England during the middle- 
third of the present century reappears with a pleasing air of 
originality. The most noticeable features of the debate 
hitherto have been a proposal that vote by ballot shall be 
optional, and an attempt to dispense with the machinery for 
a scrutiny provided by the English system. 





Tue electorate of North St. Pancras is somewhat like that 
of Partick in its composition—a mixture of suburban elements 
with a large working-class population. Symptoms of 
division on the Conservative side are already spoken of, 
and the Liberals have the advantage of an excellent and well- 
known candidate. But, as in most London constituencies, 
the main question is—can the mass of hitherto inert voters be 
brought to the poll? Canvassing in London is so much 
better understood now than in 1886, that the work will 
probably be successful. The experience of Southwark, Ken- 
nington, North Paddington, and West Marylebone should do 
good service to the Liberal cause. 





WHILE alarming reports arrive from Brazil as to the 
difficulties and dissensions of the Provisional Government, 
the dangerous banking schemes of the Minister of Finance, 
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and the design of military despotism attributed to GENERAL 
Droporo DA Fonseca—whose health, however, is extremely 
uncertain—the situation of affairs at present hardly bears out 
these pessimistic apprehensions. The new Republic has 
done a business-like and politic act in settling the delimita- 
tion of the Missiones territory, long disputed between its 
predecessor and the Argentine Republic. It has peacefully 
disestablished and disendowed the Church—none too 
soon—has checked the economic heresies of certain 
subordinates, and has secured recognition by the United 
States of America, which made attempts in the past to 
develop trade with the country, particularly by subsidising a 
steamship line. As English interests in Brazil probably out- 
weigh those of all other countries put together, is it not time 
that some step should be taken towards following this ex- 
ample? Nothing would keep the remote districts from the 
fate of Paraguay more effectually than an influx of English 
capital; and it is hardly likely to take place until after that 
confidence in the Provisional Government arises, which will be 
considerably aided by its recognition. 





A MOVEMENT has arisen among the Eurasians of Madras, 
who are, not unnaturally, dissatisfied with their present status, 
towards organising themselves as a distinct section of the 
population, with distinctive dress, food, and nomenclature, 
compounded of English and native elements. As the 
European standard of living can hardly be maintained on 
the salaries of the clerkships and minor official posts which 
so frequently are filled by this class, and as, nevertheless, 
they are more English than Oriental, there seems to be some- 
thing in the suggestion. But the course proposed is in 
marked contrast to the ways of mixed populations generally— 
in the West Indies or South America, for instance. 





Mr. Justice Fievp’s resignation—announced in his 
seventy-seventh year, a few days after his pension was earned, 
and some years after he became deaf—is not premature. Mr. 
Justice FieLp knew the law, and hectored everyone with an 
indiscriminateness that argued the sternest impartiality ; but 
there is obvious iniquity in the law that will not allow a judge 
to retire on some part of his pension when incapacitated by 
such an affliction as deafness. 





THE most noteworthy items in this week’s list of crimes 
and casualties are (1) a particularly atrocious murder at West 
Ham, and (2) the succession of alarming fires in London. 
It is instructive, also, that each fresh fire and each fresh 
murder seem to accentuate more and more the public’s con- 
fidence in its Fire Brigade and distrust of its Detective Police. 
Nor can the publication of certain intercepted letters by Mr. 
William Whittam, now languishing in Holloway on a charge 
of burglary and firing at the police, though indisputably a 
gain to literature, be held to reflect any credit on the prison 
authorities. Mr. Whittam has since attempted suicide and 
become a hero: another indication that the times are ripe for 
that long-promised newspaper—the Journal of the Criminal 
Classes. 





Tue Post Office announces this week that on and after 
March 1st money may be transmitted by telegraph throughout 
the United Kingdom, and fixes a commission which, until the 
success of the experiment be thoroughly established, will be 
fair enough. There is, of course, an opening for fraud. 
Wicked men may personate the rightful assignee and 
take his money. But, says the Post Office, “any person 
expecting a remittance by telegraph must furnish satisfac- 
tory evidence that he himself is the person entitled to re- 
ceive the money. He, or someone on his behalf, must 
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attend at the office to obtain payment.” The arrangement 
is fated to be cumbrous in any but the smallest provincial 
centres. But it is satisfactory to know that Mr. Raikes is 
alive. Meanwhile, though it is obviously worse to dwell in 
St. Petersburg and have relatives in far Siberia than to dwell 
in London and have them in Bengal, you can, in the former 
case, communicate with them at 2d. a word, while it costs 
4s. a word to wire from London to India. And how about 
the Ocean Penny Post ? 





Why are the minds of experts in currency so unlike those ° 


of all other human beings? In the Zimes of Monday last, 
no less a person than the Director of the BRUSSELS 
Mint states that, since the adoption of monometallism in 
Europe in 1873, the 390 millions of men who only use gold 
have no means of trading with the 892 millions who only 
use silver: that nevertheless they do trade, and that the fall 
in the value of silver, acting as a bounty on the products of 
silver-using countries, has caused the gold-using countries 
to become Protectionist in self-defence. Economists, who 
are not specialists in currency, have usually taught 
that foreign trade is eventually barter of goods for goods ; 
and most people have imagined that Protection was de- 
manded against foreign manufactures—mainly produced in 
gold-using countries—rather than against the products of 
silver-using countries, which are mainly raw materials. 
Mathematicians have constructed ideal worlds in space of 
more than three dimensions, where parallel straight lines 
meet, eggs are turned inside out without breakage, and other 
marvels occur unknown to ordinary experience. In M. 
Allard’s economic world—so strikingly unlike that of ordinary 
economics—contradictories are apparently true together. 





THE directors of the Bank of England reduced their rate 
of discount on Thursday to 5 per cent., it having been 6 per 
cent. for 7} weeks. It did not attract as much gold as was 
expected, and, therefore, did not attain the object aimed at 
by the directors. Consequently, the more prudent and far- 
seeing observers hoped that no change would be made, but 
the pressure brought to bear by the city upon the directors was 
too strong. The joint-stock and private banks, and the bill- 
brokers and discount houses immediately lowered the rates they 
allow on deposits to 3} percent. in the former case, and in the 
latter to 3} per cent. for money at call and 4 per cent. for money 
at notice. The danger now is that the rate of discount in the 
open market may fall so much that gold exports on a large 
scale will begin. Bill-brokers and discount houses had been 
acting during the previous three or four days on the assump- 
tion that the rate would be put down. Consequently, they 
discounted bills at 44 and 4% per cent., and the rate of interest 
for short loans was also lower than for several weeks past. 





In the Stock Exchange, business has again been very slack 
during the week. The iene and scarcity of money have 
stopped speculation, and there is less investment going on 
than is usual at this time of the year. The threatened great 
coal strike, too, had an effect in deterring operations in the 
railway market, and reports of wars of rates in the United 
States depressed the American market. The market 
for international securities has remained very inactive, chiefly 
because of the over-speculation in Berlin, and the fear that 
there may be a crisis there, owing to an apprehended collapse 
in the mining market. Nitrate shares fell again, and there 
was a sharp fall too in De Beer’s diamond shares. The 
volume of trade continues very large, but speculation in 
commodities has been stopped by the stringency in the 
Money Market. There was a slight recovery in the price 
of iron, but generally prices have been barely maintained. 
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THE UPSHOT OF THE REPORT. 
re od 

HE week that has elapsed since the issue of the report of 

the Special Commission suffices to indicate pretty clearly 
the lines on which that document will be discussed. It adds 
little new material to the great controversy as to Irish govern- 
ment; it furnishes no fresh arguments ; the essential sub- 
stance of the dispute remains what it was. But each side 
believes that it gains a material advantage from the report. 
The Liberals find the Irish leaders conclusively relieved of 
charges which, if they had been true, would have stamped 
them as unfit either to take charge of the domestic 
affairs of their own country, or to sit any longer on the 
benches with decent men in the House of Commons. The 
Coercionists, on the other hand, as a set-off to this great 
triumph of their opponents, congratulate themselves on 
having got other charges, which previously were vague and 
unauthenticated, henceforth set forth with legal precision 
and sealed with judicial authority. The allegations against 
the personal honour and character of the Irishmen have been 
exploded ; and, on the other hand, some allegations of com- 
plicity in violence, and with violent men, are held by the 
judges to have been partially sustained. 

What is the political answer to this judicial finding as to 
complicity in violence? The three judges, properly enough, 
abstained from giving any answer, and the fact that they felt 
themselves bound so to abstain is, so far as that goes, a con- 
clusive illustration of the fundamental absurdity of the whole 
proceeding. They were trying politicians, and yet were de- 
barred from inquiring, first, whether there was any palliation 
for the conduct for which the politicians were indicted, and 
secondly, whether the consequences of that conduct had not 
been rich in advantages to the people whom they represented. 
The political answer, then, is the very short one, that the 
land legislation of 1881 is now admitted, even by most Irish 
landlords and most Tory Ministers, to have been urgently 
required by every consideration both of justice and ex- 
pediency ; and next that this urgently needed legislation 
was, in fact, only extorted and secured by that very agitation 
for which the Irish politicians are now found morally 
responsible. This last is a painful and a shameful admis- 
sion for any Englishman to make, but nobody can contest it. 
“ Fixity of tenure,” Lord Derby wrote in the autumn after 
the Land Act of 1881 was passed, “is the direct result of 
two causes—Irish Outrage and Party Obstruction.” Even 
members of the Cabinet of the day made the same confession: 
no outrage, no Land Act; no Land Act, no justice to the 
tiller of the soil; no “criminal conspiracy,” no stop to the 
legalised spoliation of the tenant by the landlord. This is 
the plain truth in that matter, and when that is understood, 
the charge of “ criminal conspiracy ” takes on a very different 
colour: very lamentable, but very pardonable. 

The same consideration applies to that other finding, 
which will provide matter for so many millions of Tory leaf- 
lets—namely, that such men as Mr. Dillon and Mr. O’Brien 
joined the League with the intention, by its means, to bring 
about the absolute independence of Ireland. What-of that? 
Writing about that time, Mr. Courtney said, what everybody 
knows—“ Speaking broadly, nothing has been done in justice 
to Ireland simply because justice demanded it: the successive 
steps of justice which have been taken, have been taken 
because we could no longer resist.” Who can wonder 
that ardent spirits, in face of misgovernment like this, 
should resolve to break the chain and throw off the 
yoke? The important thing is that since the date to 
which the Judges confined their investigations, men 
like Mr. Dillon and Mr. O’Brien have said on a thousand 
platforms that they have changed their minds about absolute 
independence, since with the aid of British Liberals they can 
get all the effective elements of national self-government 
without it. 





Another thing that has already made its way into the 
public mind is that there cannot be much real body in the 
charges which the Coercionists paint in such lurid colour, 
when not even the Ultras of the Coercionist party dare to 
propose the taking of a single step in consequence of the 
judicial findings. Says the Zimes, with persistent infatuation— 
“Tf this finding "—about absolute independence—“ had been 
arrived at by a jury in a prosecution for treasonable conspiracy, 
we suppose there is no doubt whatever that the accused would 
have been convicted and sentenced, and, most assuredly, one 
hundred, net to say two hundred, years ago such a conviction 
would have been followed by nothing short of capital punish- 
ment.” We might suppose, then, from this appeal to antique 
precedent, that though it is no longer convenient to bring the 
accused to the block, they might at least be expelled from the 
House of Commons. We cannot, such is the effeminacy of 
the time, cut off the traitors’ heads, but we might at least 
oust traitors, criminal conspirators, sedition-mongers, from the 
seat of the law-makers. Not a chance. The traitors will be 
put on committees, will take their tea and eat their dinners 
at the same tables, will play chess in the smoking-room, will 
exchange greetings in the lobbies, just like other people. 
If all this is to go on, who will believe that the majority really 
look on them as criminals red with blood and black with 
treason ? 

That is the point which we presume the Opposition will 
drive home. On the direct and specific charges, the report 
is an acquittal. If the other findings on issues complicated 
with political elements have any weight whatever, they im- 
peratively demand further action. If no action is taken, the 
findings can have no significance in the eyes of those who 
procured them. So this unconstitutional tribunal—uncon- 
stitutional, among other reasons, because the Act constituting 
it was a fprivilegium or law against individuals—will leave 
the Irish Question just where it was, except that the fact that 
the greatest organ of English public opinion deliberately 
brought forward a series of unsupported and untested charges 
against Irish leaders is one more illustration of the unfitness 
of English public opinion to direct the government of Ireland. 
The only proceedings which the Government are prepared to 
take against the band of traitors and criminals are the truly 
remarkable steps of lending them vast sums of money for the 
purchase of land, and then of creating County Councils, which 
will undoubtedly extend their power of doing harm and giving 
trouble, if they be so minded. 








PUT YOURSELVES IN THEIR PLACE. 





ET us for the moment disconnect the Report of the 
Commission from the political issues on which it bears. 
Let us put aside the questions whether it is safe to hand over 
Irish Government to Mr. Parnell and his friends, and whether 
the popular party in Ireland is or is not controlled by moral 
forces hostile to any connection with Great Brita. Let us 
isolate the transaction which the three judges had to investi- 
gate, and we invite honest Unionists to consider fairly and 
with precision the magnitude of the wrong that is now shown 
to have been done to the Irish leader and his adherents. 
Let honest Unionists for five minutes put themselves in the 
Irishmen’s place. 

Whatever else may be said of the Report, it is at any rate 
undeniable that it convicts the Zimes of publishing at least 
eleven false and malicious libels. 

Calumny and falsehood number one: They charged the 
respondents with basing their movement on “a scheme of 
assassination, carefully calculated and coolly applied,” and 
with “the guilt of direct incitement to outrage and murder.” 
The Judges find that the respondents did not directly incite 
persons to the commission of crime other than intimidation. 

Calumny number two: The Zimes alleged that the 
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respondents paid money for crime and outrage, including 
murder. The Judges find no proof of any such payments. 

Calumnies three, four, and five: That the respondents 
subscribed to testimonials for, and were intimately associated 
with notorious criminals, and made payments to procure the 
escape of criminals from justice. No proof of any such 
subscriptions, any such intimate association, or any such 
payments of money was found. 

Then the Zimes charged that many of these men must 
have known that money was being paid, not in an exceptional 
instance, but over a long period of time, to persons engaged 
in crime. Inasmuch as no such payments could be proved, 
there could be no proof that anybody knew that the payments 
were being made ; and this therefore is calumny six. 

Seventh calumny: That on not one single occasion do we 
discover one single expression to divert the minds of the 
people from outrage. The Judges find that some of the 
respondents did express dond fide disapproval of criminal 
outrage. 

Calumny eight : That Mr. Parnell knew “ the persons who 
had been mainly instrumental in the organisation of these 
outrages.” “You will, I think, have no doubt,” said Sir 
Richard Webster, “upon the evidence which I shall lay 
before you, that he knew this perfectly well.” The Judges 
found that no such evidence, nor any proof of the charge, 
was produced. 

Ninth calumny: that Mr. Parnell probably learned, on 
his arrival at Willesden, on the occasion of his release en 
parole in April, 1882, something of the Invincible plot then 
rapidly approaching its atrocious consummation in the Phoenix 
Park. On the whole this is the most foul and felonious of the 
whole farrago, and it is none the less foul or felonious for being 
conveyed in the cowardly form of insinuation and innuendo. 
There should be no mistake as to this. The Attorney- 
General endeavoured to explain the truly odious passage 
away. Sir Charles Russell insisted that “it meant to level 
at the heads of those men who are there mentioned the 
charge that they had personal knowledge of, and that they 
were taking active part, and had taken active part, in this 
most atrocious crime.” Of course no more abominable wicked- 
ness than this could possibly be imputed. Whom do the 
Judges believe to be right in describing the meaning and 
intention of the Zimes—its advocate ‘or its opponent? 
“Tt appears to us that Sir C. Russell has put a correct 
interpretation on the meaning of the language used ” (p. 58), 
and they go on to say in the most emphatic tones that there 
is no foundation whatever for the charge that Mr. Parnell or 
other respondents had any knowledge, direct or indirect, of 
the conspiracy that ended in the Phcenix Park murders. No 
more infamous libel was ever uttered upon a public man, and 
yet the libellers pretend to brazen it out by jargon about 
presumptions, legal proof, and reasonable inference. 

Calumny the tenth: That Mr. Parnell wrote the Pigott 
letter: This famous fraud is now so familiar that we almost 
forget its enormity, and the guilty tenacity with which it was 
persisted in after its authors must have suspected the fraud. 

Calumny eleven: It was “quite in harmony with the tone 
and purport of his letter on the murders” that Mr. Parnell 
should have supplied one of the alleged accessories to that 
crime with funds enabling him to escape from justice. It is 
now declared from the bench that Mr. Parnell did nothing of 
the kind. 

What is beyond all cavil or dispute, therefore, is that the 
Times has been found guilty of devising and circulating eleven 
malignant slanders—all specific, definite, formal, and circum- 
stantial. Grant, for the sake of argument, that as many as 
you please of the other charges and allegations are true ; 
these at any rate are false, and if the accused were English- 
men or Scotchmen, the country would. ring with the horrible 
wrong that had been done. Some of these slanders were 
launched with an unscrupulous recklessness at which Colonel 
Diver, Jefferson Brick, and the Rowdy Journal would have 








been ashamed. Others were brewed out of idle hearsay up to 
the required strength of poison by a process of hardy and auda- 
cious inferences. For not one of them have the Judges found a 
shadow of substantial justification. Whatever may be true as 
to the character or the designs of the Irish leaders, at least no 
honest Unionist will deny that in these eleven vital particulars 
they have been scandalously libelled, and the more honest 
the Unionist is, the more exasperated he will have good right 
to be at the mixed folly and malignity which has led their 
great champion in the press to drag what they regard as a 
sacred political cause through this ignoble puddle of forgery, 
falsehood, and venomous innuendo. 

The convicted journal is only making its shame still more 
conspicuous by its endeavours to escape. ‘ Many things,” 
says the Zimes, “which the Commissioners in their judicial 
capacity declare to be ‘not proven’ remain nevertheless 
legitimate matter for inference. The Judges acted on the 
strict interpretation of the law of evidence ; the most notorious 
facts were not accepted, the most obvious assumptions were 
not entertained, unless they could be established by direct 
and conclusive testimony, as in any ordinary litigation.” 

That is to say, in shorter, plainer English, such-and-such 
a charge is not proven, and therefore it is true/ It was held, 
for instance, as not proven that the respondents knew that the 
Clan-na-Gael controlled the League, or that the Clan-na-Gael 
was collecting money for the Parliamentary Fund. “Legal 
proof is, in the nature of things, very difficult, but we do not 
know that its absence can be thought in the circumstances 
very important.” If this sort of argument be sound and to the 
point, what was the meaning of the valiant invitations so long 
addressed to the Irishmen to test the truth of “ Parnellism and 
Crime ” before a judicial tribunal? Was the judicial tribunal 
not to exact legal proof? If so, what becomes of the contention 
that the absence of proof is, “ under the circumstances,” not 
very important? What circumstances? The men have gone 
before a judicial tribunal, and when the tribunal finds that 
legal proof is absent for the only charges that were either new 
or specific in “ Parnellism and Crime,” then the Z?mes cries 
out to the public to remember “the peculiar limitations ” 
under which the Report was issued, and that though the 
matters and things not proven are incapable of the proper 
proof required by the yery court to which they and their 
Ministerial allies had challenged Mr. Parnell to go, yet they 
are “matters of reasonable inference,” and therefore ought to 
be believed just as much as if they had been proved. In- 
ference reasonable in whose eyes? In the eyes of the 
Judges? No, or else they would have drawn the infer- 
ence. The Zimes means then: what shall appear reason- 
able to men as blinded as they are by passion and 
by prejudice. Then the slanderer intends to stick to 
the truth of his slanders in the absence of “unequivocal 
disproof.” But how is a man unequivocally to disprove that 
he made a payment for the purpose of inciting somebody 
else to commit a crime? If anybody chooses to accuse me 
of associating with criminals, how am I unequivocally to prove 
that I never did so associate? The Judges find that the 
charge of privately telling people that the respondents did not 
mean their public denunciations to be taken seriously, is a 
charge not established. How is a respondent to establish 
the contrary, as the Zimes absurdly demands, and un- 
equivocally to prove his negative? No mortal can demon- 
strate negatives of this sort. How could Mr. Parnell ever 
have proved that he did not write the forged letters, 
supposing that Pigott had died before he went into 
the box? The burden of proof lies on the writer who 
brings the charge, and hardy effrontery, in logic or in law, can 
go no further than his assumption that the burden of disproof 
lies on the person against whom this charge is brought. The 
writer of “ Parnellism and Crime” brings eleven destructive 
accusations; he is unable to find evidence to satisfy the 
court that the accusations are true; then he pleads that 
evidence is, from the nature of things, uncommonly hard to 
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get, and straightway calls on the accused to bring evidence 
that the accusations are false! Who can wonder that Irish- 
men have learnt to hate England, when this is the notion of 
fair play which is thought good enough for them by the Zimes 


newspaper ? 








IRELAND AND SCOTLAND. 





WE cannot congratulate the House of Commons upon 

the discussions on the Address which has occupied it 
during the present week. ‘The Irish debate at all events was 
singularly dead and unprofitable, enlivened only by three 
things: (1) Mr. Parnell’s declaration that he and _ his 
colleagues had acknowledged the force of the strictures 
passed upon boycotting in its earlier days, by Mr. Gladstone, 
Mr. Forster, and Sir William Harcourt, and had striven to 
amend matters as far as they could ; (2) the frank declaration 
by Sir Henry James that in coercion lay the only hope of 
Ireland, the only chance for its moral amendment ; and (3) 
the really brilliant speech delivered by Mr. Morley, just before 
the division, in which he “rubbed in” some of the most 
unpleasant of the facts regarding the present system in 
Ireland that had been admitted by Ministers and their 
defenders. But the debate as a whole was poor. The truth 
is that on both sides men are in danger of forgetting first 
principles in their search after details. That details must at 
times be laid before the country is perfectly true; but it is 
still more important that public opinion should be fixed upon 
the fact that Mr. Balfour is now governing Ireland in the 
teeth of the opinions of four-fifths of its inhabitants, and that 
he has not advanced one single inch since he took office in 
the direction of the conciliation of that overwhelming 
majority of the Irish people. If he and his friends really 
believed in the “success” about which they are constantly 
making ridiculous speeches, or writing still more ridiculous 
letters, they would surely start a candidate for the seat made 
vacant by the death of poor Mr. Biggar. But we should like 
to see the face of Colonel Saunderson or Mr. T. W. Russell, 
if either of these gentlemen were asked to give up his present 
seat, and take his chance as a candidate for the succession to 
Mr. Biggar. In face of so practical an acknowledgment of 
Mr. Balfour’s failure to do anything more than hold his own 
by means of the bayonets of his police, it seems almost 
absurd to spend the time of the House in discussing questions 
as to the facts concerning the conviction of this or the other 
journalist or boycotter in some remote country parish. 
There was one good feature about the debate, however, 
besides those we have named. ‘That was the division. In 
1887 Mr. Parnell’s amendment on the Address was rejected 
by a majority of 106 ; in 1888 the adverse majority was 88 ; 
in 1889 it had sunk to 79; and on Tuesday last it was 67. 
The “ flowing tide” is creeping in apace, even in so well- 
sheltered a nook as the House of Commons. 

Far more significant than the debate on Mr. Parnell’s 
amendment was that which took place on Wednesday after- 
noon on the question of Scotch Home Rule. The speech of 
Mr. Gladstone, in particular, may be taken as the charter of 
the Liberal policy on this question. Briefly, the view of 
sensible Liberals is that Scotland is entitled to obtain that 
control of her own affairs which she demands, but that the 
precise form in which she is to secure the control, the exact 
extent to which it is to be carried, are points upon which we 
have as yet no clear indication of the views of the Scotch 
people, and upon which the English Liberal party is not 
required therefore, at this moment, to express an opinion. 
Mr. Gladstone, admitting to the fullest extent the need that 
Parliament should be lightened of the work which it is now 
vainly attempting to discharge, admitting also the reality of 
the grievance under which the Scotch suffer in having to see 
their wishes with regard to local matters overruled by a 
minority of their own representatives acting in concert with 





an English majority, is nevertheless strongly against any 
attempt to link the Irish Question with that of Scotch Local 
Self-Government. Every practical politician will agree with 
him in this opinion. There is not the smallest fear, as Mr. 
Gladstone himself says, of the Scotch not being able to 
obtain all that they want in the way of self-government, when 
once they have made up their minds clearly among themselves 
as to what it is that they do want. But if anything could 
delay the attainment of their wishes, it would be the mixing 
up of Scotch aspirations on this question with the old and 
difficult and dangerous problem of Ireland. Both Irish and 
Scotch questions would be obstructed indefinitely if such a 
plan were to be adopted. 








THE POSITION IN SOUTH-EASTERN EUROPE. 





It is pleasant to forget dangers which on~ can do little to 
avert: and England has always so many troubles at 
home, and questions to occupy her abroad, that it is natural 
she should forget parts of the world which do not for the 
moment press upon her attention. Thus for the last few 
years we have virtually forgotten South-Eastern Europe, and 
the liabilities which our engagements under the Treaty of 
Berlin may involve. This year, unhappily, brings with it signs 
that this happy oblivion will be rudely interrupted. There are 
five regions, in any of which strife may break out—Servia, 
Macedonia, Armenia, Bulgaria, and Crete. It is of the two 
latter only that we will here speak. Since the failure 
of General Kaulbars’ mission more than three years 
ago, Russia has refrained from open interference in 
Bulgaria. She has refused all recognition to Prince 
Ferdinand, and affected to treat him as a purely provisional 
and temporary Sovereign. Her party in the country—a party 
whose strength it is difficult to estimate, but which includes a 
good many of the clergy as well as of the peasants—has 
remained in an attitude of stolid expectancy, not disliking the 
Coburg Prince sufficiently to rise against him, and leaving 
the game to be played by Russian emissaries. That these 
emissaries should be constantly at work is natural enough ; 
nor is it necessary to suppose that they have received 
any direct commission from the Government of the Czar. 
There are plenty of men and plenty of organisations in 
Russia who consider that a Roman Catholic prince, and a 
prince not nominated by, nor obedient to the Sovereign of 
Russia, is an intruder in a country which follows the Orthodox 
rite and was set free by Russian arms. Intrigues, similar to 
those which overthrew the unlucky Alexander of Battenberg, 
have never ceased ; and now and then they ripen into a fully 
arranged conspiracy. Such a conspiracy was discovered and 
suppressed last week—its leaders seized and held to trial, or 
obliged to save themselves by flight. It would appear to 
have been encouraged, if not concocted, by M. Hitrovo, who 
represents Russia at Bucharest, and has long been famous as 
one of her most active and persevering agents. How far 
he had any official sanction for his intermeddling is not 
known, and perhaps will not be known. But whether or not 
his superiors blame him for scheming, they doubtless blame 
him for having been found out, and he has been summoned 
to St. Petersburg to exculpate himself there. For the 
moment the effect of the suppression of the conspiracy has 
been favourable to the existing Government. Stambouloff 
seems to have known of it for some time, and to have waited 
till the right moment came for pouncing on his enemies. 
The respect and fear felt for his vigorous character, which 
has been the main factor in Bulgarian affairs for the last few 
years, will be increased. But it is plain that the elements of 
danger remain, ready to take shape whenever a sufficient 
stimulus is secretly supplied from Russia, or when the outbreak 
of strife elsewhere has given the signal for open insurrection. 
Such an outbreak is far from improbable. Last autumn 
a quarrel arose in Crete between two parties in that 
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island, and the armed conflicts which followed ultimately 
took, owing to the blundering of the Turkish Government 
and the uncontrollable savagery of the Turkish irregular 
troops, the character of a struggle between the Christian 
and the Mohammedan population—between the patriotic 
party and the Turkish power. The memory of previous 
insurrections—this is the sixth within the last one hundred 
and twenty years—has so sunk into the Cretan mind that 
every quarrel becomes sooner or later an effort to shake 
off the hated yoke of the Muslim, who has left upon the 
island so many traces of his hideous cruelty. In the present 
case, Chakir, the Turkish General-in-Chief, seems to have 
done his best to restrain his soldiery, but the task proved too 
difficult, and the bitterness on both sides is now intense. It 
has been increased by the folly of the Turkish Govern- 
ment—a folly which would be astonishing if it were not so 
invariable among Turks—in cancelling many of the privileges 
and withdrawing great part of the autonomy which Crete has 
enjoyed since the insurrection of 1878. The firman recently 
promulgated, which indicates—and indeed partly carries out— 
a plan of bringing Crete back to the position of a Turkish 
vilayet, has stimulated the patriotic movement among the 
Christians, and given it a stronger hold on the sympathies of 
continental Greece. ‘There were moments during the autumn 
when nothing but the firmness of M. Tnicoupis, one 
of the most far-sighted and judicious, as well as one 
of the most loyal and high-minded statesmen in Europe, 
prevented the Greek kingdom from throwing itself into the 
struggle, and giving to Crete an open aid which must have 
directly involved war with the Sultan. The Greek Prime 
Minister, like not only all Greeks, but all dispassionate 
Western observers, perceives that Crete must eventually be 
severed from the decaying Ottoman realm, and incorporated 
with the Hellenic State. It is absurd to let any regard for 
what diplomatic jargon calls “the susceptibilities of Turkey ” 
stand in the way of so desirable a change, for what 
is called Turkish government is not a civilised government 
at all, and fulfils none of the functions for which govern- 
ment exists. The Turks are simply a robber band, whose 
encampment among a subject population has unfortunately 
lasted more than four centuries. But M. Tricoupis feels that 
the time is not favourable for attempting to effect this by 
force of arms; and he wishes Greece to concentrate 
her efforts for some years more upon the development 
of her own resources, and the perfecting of her internal 
communications. He will hold back his impatient people if 
he can do so with honour. But he may be unable. There 
is too much reason to fear that the struggle in Crete will 
recommence as soon as the snows have sufficiently melted 
off the uplands to permit the Turkish troops to move up the 
mountains to re-occupy their abandoned forts, and to open 
the paths by which the warlike patriots can descend 
upon their enemies in the low country. Nothing but an 
attitude of watchful prudence on the part of the Turkish 
General, nothing but a conciliatory policy on the part 
of the Sultan’s Government, can avert the outbreak of hos- 
tilities. ‘That outbreak will, in all probability, bring bands of 
Greek volunteers to the Cretan coast. The Hellenic Ministry 
may find itself forced by the strength of national feeling to 
obey the national impulse, and face the risks of a war with 
Turkey, who, weak as she is, possesses an army far exceeding 
in numbers that which Greece could bring against her. A 
war between Greece and the Turks would create a position 
full of embarrassment for England, and, indeed, for all the 
Great Powers of Europe. We could not allow Greece 
to be overrun or Athens bombarded; yet neither Lord 
Salisbury nor the master at Berlin, to whose will he so 
obsequiously bows, is prepared for the only true and 
final solution of the question, the emancipation of Crete from 
the incurably corrupt and unprogressive Ottoman Govern- 
ment. But such a war would produce something more than 
difficulties for England and Germany. It would probably be 








a Si to the peasantry of Macedonia to rise against the 
Turkish oppressor; it would create in Bulgaria, Servia, Al- 
bania, a ferment which might lead to internal convulsions in 
those regions—convulsions inviting or compelling the inter- 
vention of the two great military Empires which look with 
sullen suspicion on one another from their camps along the 
Galician frontier. 








THE LIBERAL PARTY AND SOCIAL QUESTIONS. 
eneegiyypanns 
HE House of Commons has now been sitting for two 
weeks. So far as Ireland is concerned, its debates have 
been directed to subjects in themselves of striking interest. 
First of all there came the question of privilege. This was 
succeeded by the Irish amendment to the Address, and the 
reception of the report of the Special Commission. The 
circumstances were all favourable to a possible burst of 
enthusiasm. And yet, keenly fought as the issues raised 
have been, no close observer can say that the tone 
of the House has been other than languid. Never during 
the history of the present Parliament has a Session 
opened in so dead-alive a fashion. The cause is not far to 
seek. The determination of partisans on both sides has not 
abated one jot. But it is one thing for a man to have made 
up his mind, and quite another for him to retain his interest 
in the process of making it up. In truth, the public is now 
only impatient to deliver its verdict, whatever that verdict 
may be, on the case as regards Ireland, which has been 
presented to it from both sides ; and even now it is beginning 
to interest itself in those other and even greater social 
problems which must be dealt with when the Irish question 
has been solved. 
It is impossible to doubt that the Liberal party has now 
a great opportunity, an opportunity which if not seized will 
slip from it. That party is the party of progress ; its mission 
is ever to advance beyond old positions, and to fulfil its duty 
not merely negatively by destroying the barriers to progress, 
but affirmatively by undertaking the business of constructive 
legislation. ‘There are not only thousands but hundreds of 
thousands among the electorate who are seeking for light, and 
who now look to the Liberal leaders to discharge this function 
and to discharge it in a manner which inspires confidence. 
There is, as far as can be judged, a general desire that the 
claims of labour should be vindicated as against capital and 
land. But the contrast between the sympathy with the 
first dock strike and the want of sympathy with the sub- 
sequent gas strike, shows that, whatever may be said to 
the contrary by the self-constituted apostles of labour, the 
attitude of the vast majority of the public is a judicial 
one. Its support will not be gained by taking a particular 
side merely because it is a particular side. The business of 
the Liberal leaders, whoever they may be and whatever their 
position, is to lead, and not to make terms for the sake of 
gaining this or that body of support. Such bargains confer at 
least an unreliable title to the votes of those with whom they 
are made, and simply tend to alienate the great mass of in- 
different people who have no strong opinion, but give their 
suffrages to the party of progress only when they think that 
that party is in the right. If the leaders show that they have 
at once convictions and a policy; if they can convince the 
country that they are men who know what they aim at, and 
are not to be driven into this and that concession which 
ought not to be made, we believe that they will be found to 
possess the goodwill of a large majority of the electors. In 
saying that the members of the Liberal party in the House 
must lose no opportunity of showing that they are men of 
resolute purpose, we are far from making reflections upon these 
members as a whole. Whether or not their sympathies lie in the 
direction of fostering the policy of State interference, most 
men will admire the stern determination to refuse, excepting 
for sufficient reasons, to sanction any legislative experiment 
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on the existing relations of labour and capital which Mr, 
Morley showed, in the autumn, at Newcastle and the Eighty 
Club. There are indications, too, in the list of notices of 
motion which already appears on the Order Book of the 
House that there are not a few among the younger Liberal 
members who are determined, not only to follow in his 
footsteps, but, consistently with principle, to give practical 
shape to the aspirations in the direction of equality of 
opportunity which he has so fervently expressed. It is not 
enough to criticise the crude propositions which are forced 
upon weak men in the House by stronger spirits outside it. 
The Tories can do that if they can do little else. Our duty 
is to think out and develop the constructive social policy 
required by the circumstances amid which we live; and 
according as we succeed or fail in fulfilling it we shall find 
ourselves in a majority or a minority in the country. 








COUNT ANDRASSY. 





“THE Austro-Hungarian Empire is in mourning for its 
greatest statesman and most distinguished citizen. In 
1849 he was sentenced to death as a traitor and hanged in 
effigy, which the Austrian authorities thought in their folly 
was better than not hanging him at all. He died on Tuesday 
in his native Hungary, full of years and honours, a splendid 
example of the connection which too often exists between real 
patriotism and nominal treason. In order to crush the 
struggle for Hungarian independence, the Austrian Govern- 
ment stooped to the humiliation of begging for Russian assist- 
ance. The Federal Constitution drawn up by the late Count 
Beust, under which Julius Andrassy became Chancellor of 
the Empire, redounded as much to the honour of Austria as 
the events of 1849 had to her disgrace. ‘The Austrian policy 
of 1848 and 1849 was as strongly condemned in England as 
England’s treatment of Ireland is condemned by the Liberal 
opinion of Europe now. In 1850 Marshal Haynau, who 
directed ladies to be flogged, was mobbed and beaten bythe dray- 
menof Messrs. Barclay and Perkins. Lord Palmerston wasasked 
what he thought of this audacious outrage upon the dignity of 
an Austrian soldier. He replied that he entirely disapproved 
of the methods which the draymen had adopted. They 
were very wrong, he said, to strike the good general. They 
should have roped him in a blanket and then rolled him 
in the gutter. The sympathy which Englishmen have always 
felt with revolution against arbitrary power, and their hearty 
detestation of despotism even when unaccompanied by 
cruelty, has not hitherto applied to Ireland. But the old 
order changes, and Mr. Gladstone has conferred an inestim- 
able benefit upon his country by enabling us to see ourselves 
as others see us. Four years and a half ago, in the soundest and 
wisest speech he ever made, Lord Salisbury expressed a wish 
that it might prove feasible to establish between England and 
Ireland some such relation as that which unites Austria and 
Hungary. An arrangement of that kind would deserve the 
epithet Separatist far more than Mr. Gladstone’s Bill, and 
Lord Salisbury was right in rejecting it as impracticable. But 
he abandoned it reluctantly, and the reluctance was as 
creditable to him as the desire, supposing, as we readily 
do suppose, that he had some higher object than the mere 
purchase of the Irish vote. The Austrian Parliament 
is not sovereign, the Hungarian Parliament is not subordi- 
nate, and the combined Delegations deal exclusively with 
the department of foreign affairs. The personal power of the 
Emperor-King—Emperor in one country and King in the 
other—provides a cohesive force which a democratic commu- 
nity would neither acknowledge in theory nor tolerate in 
practice. But the lesson of Count Andrassy’s life and the 
secret of his success lay in his devotion to that national 
principle which no Monarch and no Minister has ever neg- 
lected without disastrous consequences to himself or others. 
Although few events in Count Andrassy’s career were so 





honourable to him as this convietion, and the capital sentence 
which followed it, his administrative labours only began after 
the victory of Prussia over Austria in 1865. Then at last 
were conceded the Hungarian Legislature and Executive, 
which even Austrian Liberals like Herr von Schmerling 
had previously refused. They had been denied to 
justice; they were yielded to necessity. They were with- 
held in spite of discomfiture in argument; they were 
granted after defeat in war. The most complacent and 
self-satisfied of our so-called Unionists look with a superior 
smile of pitying contempt upon the stupidity and obstinacy cf 
the Hapsburgs and their advisers thirty years ago. “ Few 
are the partisans of departed tyranny.” Fewer still are those 
who take themselves the advice which they generously and 
lavishly bestow upon their neighbours. Andrassy’s yet more 
illustrious colleague, Francis Dedk, having, like Mr. Cobden, 
refused office, Andrassy himself became Prime Minister of 
Hungary, a post in which his brilliant abilities, together 
with his Liberal opinions, enabled him to improve the political 
position of his countrymen, and to stimulate their feeling for 
progress with amazing rapidity. On the resignation of Count 
Beust after the Peace of Versailles, and the revival of 
the German Empire in a new shape, this former rebel and 
traitor succeeded him in the splendid office of Imperial 
Chancellor. Neither the present Emperor nor any of his 
predecessors ever had a better servant. When he retired 
ten years ago, after ten years of power, he left the Empire 
far more influential in the councils of Europe than it was 
in 1870, or than it is in 1890. Next to Prince Bismarck and 
Lord Beaconsfield, Count Andrassy was the principal figure at 
the Congress of Berlin in 1878. The Andrassy note, which 
led to no definite result, has little more than an antiquarian 
interest. But the Austrian occupation of Bosnia and the 
Herzegovina, which was extremely unpopular at the time in 
both parts of the Empire, and which was resisted in Bosnia 
by an armed rising, was carried out by Andrassy in spite 
of the public and the Court. To this day the effects of 
that policy remain, for good or for evil, as a hindrance 
to the advance of Russia in the Balkan peninsula, The 
alliance between Germany and Austria-Hungary, which 
dates from 1879, was also the work of Count Andrassy. But 
he was a true Hungarian, and the best portion of his life was 
spent for Hungary. A great nobleman, a somewhat cynical 
philosopher, a cool and sagacious man of the world, he was 
also a true patriot from the cradle to the grave. Although 
he withdrew from the political arena before he was sixty, and 
died before he was seventy, he did enough for his country as 
well as for fame. 

No character of our day and generation illustrates more 
emphatically or more brilliantly the important facts that a 
loyal traitor is sometimes the truest patriot, and that Home 
Rule is no synonym for disunion. 








THE GREAT COLLAPSE. 
naniganeennes 

HE report of the Parnell Commission has done us one 

ill turn. It has probably intimidated even Mr. Goschen 

from proceeding to the Dissolution in the autumn for which 
the Cabinet were undoubtedly laying their parallels. It is 
a sufficiently bitter humiliation for them, after erecting a 
State tribunal to deal with the high crimes and misde- 
meanours of sixty-five members of Parliament, to have to 
face the House of Commons with a meek motion that 
the Report be entered on the minutes, like some con- 
tribution to the literature of a parish vestry, and that 
the usual vote of thanks be tendered to the presiding officers 
for their dignified conduct in their chairs. Fancy the ir- 
peachment of Strafford or of Warren Hastings ending with so 
preposterous a solvuntur risu tabule /—and these were only 
individual officials, while the sixty-five impeached members 
speak and act for five millions of people in Ireland or Great 
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Britain, and twelve or fourteen millions more in America and 
Australia. The vote of Mr. John Aibert Bright, in the Privi- 
lege Division, has probably warned the Cabinet that they dare 
not ask even their own hidebound supporters in the House 
of Commons to do more than take formal note that a 
certain Blue-book has been added to the archives of the 
House, and present their compliments to the gentlemen 
who were at the trouble ef drawing it up. If they were 
to face the constituencies with such a conclusion of the 
greatest and basest impeachment proceedings of the cen- 
tury, their candidates would be flattened out as hopelessly 
as the Zimes leading articles have been flattened out since 
the night of the rush of members to the Vote Office for the 
Report. Their majority would perish of mere public scorn 
alone. It is easy to credit Sir Richard Webster’s assurance 
at Oxford that the Government had no inkling of the 
character of the Report until they scrambled to the Vote 
Office for it with the common ruck of members and news- 
papermen. Their confidence in their chosen tribunal 
appears to have wofully misled them. They were basking in 
anticipations of wooing the country in Mr. Goschen’s shower 
of gold; and if, in addition to Mr. Balfour’s impudent 
picture of the Ireland of the Arthurian legend, they could 
go to the polls with a Judges’ Report even slightly 
tinged with the diabolical hues with which the Zimes had 
bedaubed the Irish leader and his party, there might still be 
some hope of snatching another lease of Tory power before 
their present uneasy majority is quite cowed and hacked to 
pieces at the bye-elections. As soon as the pages of the Report 
were turned over, the prospects of an Autumn Dissolution were 
over. By snipping out a half-sentence or so here and there, 
the scissors-editor of Houston’s ill-starred Loyal and Patriotic 
Union may compose a pamphlet that will satisfy the intelli- 
gence of the Primrose Dames ; but Mr. Smith’s motion is a 
piteous confession that his old friend Mr. Walter has put his 
two feet in it badly, and that nothing remains for Tory 
gentlemen who do not share Sir Richard Webster’s hardihood 
nor his fees, but to bury the Report decently in the interest of 
what in the Smithsonian tongue is known as “the general 
convenience of members and of the House.” We shall 
therefore have to wait longer for a larger majority at the 
General Election, and that is the sole practical outcome of 
three years of ferocious journalistic and Parliamentary defama- 
tion of the representatives of Ireland. For the rest we shall 
have to wait until public inquiry can be turned from the 
charges which are found to be infamously false to the 
question whose is the guilt of concocting and of abetting 
them. 

The Judges set forth frankly the one-sided character of 
their Commission. They were forbidden to inquire into the 
causes of the Parnellite movement, or into its results. That 
did not disqualify them for trying the Zimes’ definite charges 
that Mr. Parnell was in league with the Phoenix Park assassins, 
and that the movement was based upon murder and outrage, 
systematically organised and paid for by the League. These 
charges they have sifted to the bottom, and found to be 
villainous falsehoods. Upon the only questions that remained 
—those relating to the tendency and tone of the agitation— 
they were not more, but less, qualified to form an opinion 
than any three intelligent members of a village club; _be- 
cause the Judges have been plied for nearly twelve months 
with doses of Scrab Nally’s speeches and with the details 
of every criminal deed that could be raked out of the 
criminal calendars of the past ten years, while the terms of 
their Commission forbade them to look at these things in the 
larger perspective in which every newspaper-reader can see 
them for himself, as the blots upon a movement whose 
essential history is that, finding 400,000 Irish people sub- 
sisting upon public charity in 1879, and the whole agri- 
cultural population as subject to the whim of the land- 
lords as the rabbits in their warrens, it has succeeded 
in giving the Irish people personal independence, legal 











security for their property and the promise and potency of 
complete self-government :—finding the youth of the country 
banded in secret conspiracy fer armed insurrection, it has 
changed them into ardent believers in a frank and hearty 
democratic union with the British people. Upon the one 
finding, therefore, which does not give the Zimes the lie in its 
throat—viz., that boycotting, as it was practised in the first tumul- 
tuary months of the Land League, did not always act asa pre- 
ventive of crimes of violence—the Judges and the Parnellites 
are entirely in accord ; while, as to the inferences from that fact, 
the Judges acknowledge themselves to be in no better position 
to form a judgment than any three staid Tory gentlemen who 
might be commissioned to try the French Revolution by the 
speeches of Fouquier Tinville, or the devilries of the ‘ueurs a 
cing francs, who in any one morning’s work took more lives 
than have been lost in the whole course of this ten years’ 
nationalagony. The supreme fact as to the Commission is that 
it has not elicited a single material circumstance which was not 
known to the Tory party when they allied themselves with Mr. 
Parnell against Coercion, and opened clandestine negotiations 
with him for an Irish Parliament. The Zimes attracted 
attention to its charges solely by vociferating that it was pre- 
pared with revelations which would horrify the English mind. 
The English mind has been horrified, but horrified to find 
that “the revelations” were the most abominable mass of 
perjury and forgery ever presented to British credulity 
since the days of the Popish Plot. All that is not 
found to be tainted with perjury was already nauseously 
familiar to every reader of old newspapers—as trite and un- 
profitable a theme of debate as the schoolboys’ ancient 
wrangle as to the respective military qualities of Napoleon 
and of Julius Cesar. The Commissioners come to the 
solemn conclusion that Mr. Davitt was a Fenian nearly 
twenty years aftera British jury came to the same conclu- 
sion, and twelve years after he completed seven years’ 
penal servitude for the “crime” which the Zimes now 
flourishes as a discovery worth all the penalties of its in- 
famous labours. The Commissioners, with grave faces, 
report that Mr. Parnell and his colleagues are open to 
an indictment for conspiracy to impoverish Irish land- 
lords ; and the Zimes chortles as though the British public 
had not learned ten years ago that an indictment of this very 
nature had been presented to a jury and two judges, with the 
result that ten of the jurors were for acquittal, and that both 
a Liberal and a Tory Parliament have since pronounced 
triumphant verdicts of acquittal by passing Land Acts which 
have impoverished the Irish landlords far beyond the figure to 
which the Land League first proposed to cut down their mur- 
derous exactions. That the 7imes should be forced to get up a 
forlorn enthusiasm about those ancient legends, as though they 
were startling disclosures wrung out of a dark band of conspira- 
tors bythe unrivalled detective machinery of the Zimes, is almost 
pathetic, taken in connection with the boisterous promise of 
bloodcurdling revelations with which it once dared Mr. 
Parnell to face the cross-examiner. ‘The Judges finding that 
seven other persons with myself joined the Land League 
movement with the object of using it to bring about total 
separation is the one solitary crumb of comfort our accusers 
have got out of their stupendous task of defamation ; but, if 
it gratifies their malice, it redoubles the embarrassment of 
the Government. The Zimes is quite right in holding 
that if the charge is true it is treason, and what the 
penalties of treason are we know, considering that one 
of the Irish Party, Mr. J. F. O’Brien, was before now sentenced 
to be hanged, drawn, and quartered. Why does not Mr. Smith 
demand our heads upon a charger instead of taking the 
Report as read, like the directors’ report at a railway meeting ? 
Why does he not at the very least demand the traitors’ ex- 
pulsion from the bosom of Parliament? Does any sane 
human being doubt that he would do so, if he believed there 
was truth or substance in the Judges’ psychical researches 
into our state of mind ten years ago? As at present 
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advised, I fancy Mr. Smith is perfectly aware that the British 
public are less in the mood to demand that our corpses 
should dangle from a gallows than to demand that a certain 
old friend of his should publicly stand in the pillory for 
criminal libels the foulest, most cruel, and most treasonable 
to the peace of this Empire that have ever sullied the English 
name ; and, if Mr. Walter’s public penance would leave any- 
thing wanting to the complete vindication of justice, it would 
be a row of Mr. Smith’s own colleagues pilloried side by side 
with their discredited secret ally and branded like him on the 
forehead with the Scarlet Letter. WILLIAM O'BRIEN. 








THE MISUSE OF OUR CHARITABLE ENDOWMENTS. 
onmeripeam 
= VOLUNTARY School Manager” has recently been com- 
plaining in the Zimes that the Charity Commissioners 
have been adding to “their established reputation for meddle- 
some imbecility by devising a new scheme to divert Betton’s 
Charity from the support of voluntary to that of undenomin- 
ational schools; in other words, from religious to irreligious 
education.” This letter, and some other utterances which I have 
seen on the subject, induced me to think that some account of 
the present legal position of Betton’s Charity, and many similar 
endowments, may be of public interest. 

I am not writing because the Charity Commissioners are 
committing “a violation of the testator’s will,” or “ robbery,” or 
“a wanton and abominable outrage on the rights of property 
and the will of a dead man,” or “spoliation and destruction for 
all time, with no redress, no appeal to a higher authority on the 
part of those robbed.” Flowers of speech like these are very 
familiar to persons whose duty it is to handle endowments, 
and they have little relation to facts. They merely mean that he 
who utters them prefers to keep up existing arrangements, and, 
being angry, unpacks his heart with words. But the passage 
of general charity funds, by the road of judicial decisions, under 
the control of the Established Church, and their emancipation 
therefrom, in which process this scheme is one step, form an 
interesting, though minute, bit of history, and present one 
illustration among many how the distribution of political power 
moulds silently, by little and little, a number of social arrange- 
ments. 

Betton’s endowment was created in 1723. 
were :—As to half—for the redemption of British slaves in 
Turkey and Barbary; as to one quarter—for the maintenance 
of schools in London and its suburbs, “ where the education is 
according to the Church of England ;” and as to the remaining 
quarter (after providing £10 a year for a chaplain)—for decayed 
freemen of the Ironmongers’ Company. 

The slave moiety was useless, and so remained till the year 
1846, when, after seventeen years of litigation, a scheme was 
made for it, with its large accumulations, by the Court of 
Chancery. That scheme directed the Ironmongers’ Company, 
who were and are the trustees, to apply the income in small 
donations to Church of England elementary schools in England 
and Wales. 

In this way, property given for the redemption of slaves came 
to be appropriated to the education of poor children in schools 
attached to the Established Church. It is true that when Betton 
gave aid to schools, he said they should be Church schools. But 
he also said they should be London schools ; and why, in substi- 
tuting schools for slaves, judges should have rejected the guidance 
of local limitation, while they accepted that of écclesiastical 
limitation, is not easy to explain, except on considerations taking 
a wider range than the terms of Betton’s will. It is of interest to 
see what they were. 

In the year 1842 was decided the case of Bury School, 
where the Court had to deal with funds given for the town 
and poor of Bury. It was determined to apply them in 


erecting schools, and the Attorney-General proposed to give 
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religious instruction by reading the Scripture lessons used in the 
Irish National Schools, and such parts of the Bible as the trustees 
should think proper. The trustees insisted that the teachers 
should be of the Established Church, that they should teach 
Church doctrines, and that certain attendances at Church worship 
should be required of the scholars. The judge was Vice-Chan- 
cellor Knight-Bruce. He laid down: first,that any scheme of educa- 
tion without religion would be worse than a mockery ; and secondly, 
that the Attorney-General’s plan did not provide for religious in- 
struction at all. “ If education,” he said, “ of course including reli- 
gious instruction, is to be provided for, I apprehend it must be 
according to the doctrines and principles of the English Church. 
I know no other standard or guide to which the Court can resort.” 
He ordered that all masters and teachers should be members of 
the Church of England ; that every school-day instruction should 
be given in reading and explanation of the Scriptures, and every 
Sunday in Church doctrines to children of Church parents ; and 
that the scholars should attend church twice every Sunday, but 
with a provision by which the children of Nonconformists might 
be excused from attendance. 

In this way a general gift for the inhabitants of Bury was con- 
verted into an appanage for the Established Church—the judge 
setting down two great systems of education (for I believe that 
the British and Foreign Schools were much on the same footing 
as the Irish National Schools) as being “ worse than a mockery.” 
Vice-Chancellor Knight-Bruce was a judge of exceptional ability, 
accomplishments, and experience, and I have no doubt that he 
correctly expressed the views traditional and current among the 
class of which he was an eminent member. They could not 
conceive of education established by public funds unless the 
distinctive doctrines of the Church of England were superadded 
to it. 

The culminating point was reached in the case of Ilminster 
School. The trust property there was given in the year 1549, 
partly for maintaining a schoolmaster, for instruction as well in 
godly learning as in other learning, and partly for repairing high- 
ways and other local purposes. The Church party objected to 
the appointment of a Dissenter to be a trustee of this mixed en- 
dowment, in the gift of which there was not a word about the 
Church. Nobody doubted that, if it was a Church charity, Dis- 
senters must be excluded from the management. On the 
question whether it was a Church charity, there was remarkable 
variety of judicial opinion. Lord Romilly thought not, and 
appointed some Dissenters. Lords Justices Knight-Bruce and 
Turner thought it was, and discharged the Dissenters. In the 
House of Lords, Lords Campbell and Cranworth agreed with 
Lord Romilly, and Lords Wensleydale and Chelmsford agreed 
with the Lords Justices, whose decision, as the House was equally 
divided, stood affirmed. 

Putting these two decisions together, the result is that every 
endowed school (not expressly devoted by the donor to some 
other community) must be a Church school, though established 
out of funds common to all; and that every endowment com- 
prising a Church school must be administered exclusively by 
Churchmen. That result was reached through accretions to 
the law, made by decisions of learned men belonging to the class 
of Churchmen—made, no one can doubt, in perfect good faith, 
and without an idea in the minds of the judges that any other 
system was desirable than the one in whose atmosphere they 
lived. The idea that the system was unjust is not of legal but of 
political growth ; and such ideas had no chance of prevalence till 
the middle class had been for some years in possession of political 
power. 

But, however good the intention of the decisions, they were 
unjust, and their effect was very bad. In places where an in- 
tolerant Church party was in the ascendant, regulations were 
made oppressive on Dissenters, and great irritation arose. The 
controversy was ended by the passing of the Endowed Schools 
Act in 1869. 

I do not know whether it was the Ilminster case which 
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brought home to Lord Cranworth’s mind the conviction that the 
rules of law were unjust. But he was a man who, making little 
display, brought a rare amount of common sense and a very calm 
judgment to the opportune promotion of those small reforms 
which are wanted ever and anon to keep the law in touch with 
social requirements. In the year 1860 he framed and, after much 
discussion, passed a measure by which all trustees of endowed 
schools were bound to make provisions such as are now known as 
“conscience clauses,” unless in the instrument regulating the en- 
dowment the scholars were expressly required to learn the doc- 
trines or formularies of some particular sect, church, or deno- 
mination. That did not remedy the injustice already done by 
Chancery schemes, but it stayed the growth of th« mischief. 

In 1869 the time was riper, and the Endowed Schools Act 
passed. That Act, among other highly beneficial reforms, 
strengthened the provisions of Lord Cranworth’s Act and en- 
larged their range, by ordering the Endowed Schools Commis- 
sioners (now the Charity Commissioners) to insert conscience 
clauses in every scheme they make. 

Those who have followed this dry statement will see how 
Betton’s Charity has been affected by law. The slave moiety 
originally had nothing to do with any religious or ecclesiastical 
views ; it was for British slaves. The Chancery scheme turned 
it into a Church endowment. Lord Cranworth’s Act did not 
touch it, because the Chancery scheme was an instrument regu- 
lating it and requiring denominational education. The Endowed 
Schools Act reverts to the Founder's directions, and requires that 
the conscience clauses shall be applied to it without exception. 
As regards the quarter given to London schools, the endowment 
is denominational, and the conscience clauses cannot be wholly 
applied except with the consent of the Ironmongers’ Company. 

What the scheme does is to assign £2,000 a year to be spent 
in London, and to apply the remainder to parts of England and 
Wales which are lacking in educational endowments. The 
London portion is to be applied thus :— £100 a year is to be spent 
on instruction in Church doctrines in London elementary schools, 
and with the residue there is to be established a Polytechnic 
Institution, called the Borough Road or Ironmongers’ Institute. 
So far as the funds dealt with represent the slave moiety, the 
Commissioners are compelled by law to apply the conscience 
clauses in foto. So far as the funds represent the quarter given to 
London schools, the Commissioners may apply those clauses 
in toto if the Ironmongers’ Company assent. As I read the 
scheme, the clauses will work on the whole funds except as regards 
£100 a year. I presume therefore that the assent of the com- 
pany has been given where necessary. 

I observe that the wrathful School-Manager who writes to the 
Times pronounces an opinion that the Endowed Schools Act has 
been, on the whole, beneficial. It has been very beneficial in- 
deed, and with much less drawback than is usual with new 
arrangements in this imperfect world. One signal benefit conferred 
by it has been a great abatement of strife between Churchmen and 
others. The conscience clauses, like the Toleration Act, are 
illogical and clumsy; they are in fact a compromise, favourable 
to the Church, but practically redressing much of the injustice 
which the tribunals had committed. They have worked with 
great smoothness and effect, and have justified the confidence of 
their author—Mr. Forster—both as regards endowed schools and 
elementary public schools, that what was called “the religious 
difficulty” would die away. It is a strange state of mind which 
can acquiesce in the absorption by a dominant sect of funds 
given for all without distinction of sect, and yet can cry out 
“ Robbery,” “Outrage,” and the rest of it, when the injustice is 
being redressed. But this spirit is common enough in several 
departments of human affairs ; though, I am glad to think, not so 
common as it used to be. 

I hear it said that some zealots of the Church are trying to 
upset the compromises of 1869 and 1870. No doubt they will 
be eagerly met by zealots on the other side, and they will probably 
find that the spread of knowledge and of power which operated 





to change the course of law between 1842 and 1869 has increased 
in range and in force, and that attempts to narrow the basis of 
our public education by sectional restrictions will only result in 
making it wider. HOBHOUSE, 








AUSTRALASIAN FEDERATION. 


— «> 
T cannot fail to have attracted the attention of those who are 


seriously interested in the political future of our kinsmen at. 


the Antipodes, that at the recent Federation Conference in 
Melbourne, the word Australian, and not Australasian, was em- 
ployed in the wording of the main resolution, which was moved 
by Sir Henry Parkes and carried unanimously. Yet New Zealand, 
which is the most important member of the outer Australasian 
group of what Sir Charles Dilke terms our South Sea Colonies, 
had two representatives at the Conference. Moreover, one of 
them, Captain Russell, brought forward a specific motion “ pro- 
viding for the admission into the Union of the more remote Aus- 
tralasian colonies, at such times and under such conditions as 
might hereafter be agreed upon.” It is still more noteworthy 
that the Hon. Alfred Deakin, of Victoria, in his subsequent 
motion for the appointment by the various Legislatures of 
a “National Convention” to draw up during the present 
year a scheme for the Federal Constitution, employs the 
wider term Australasian. As Mr. Deakin’s resolution was like- 
wise adopted, it seems to be intended that not only New 
Zealand, but the Fiji Archipelago and British New Guinea, 
are to be represented at this “national Australasian Con- 
vention.” This discrepancy between the wording of the two 
resolutions may perhaps be accounted for by the fact that Sir 
Henry Parkes, wishing, at his advanced age, to claim the 
honour of solving a great political problem, thought it wise to 
simplify his task as much as possible. It may also have 
arisen from the fact that he is desirous of maintaining the 
consistency of his position in standing outside the “ Federal 
Council of Australasia.” For that very reason, probably, Mr. 
Deakin, who, like the majority of Victorians, has been an ardent 
upholder of the Federal Council, prefers the more comprehensive 
scheme of an Australasian Federation which should bind the 
whole of our South Sea Colonies into one powerful union. 

To many of the more cautious and circumspect of Colonial 
politicians Mr. Deakin’s scheme will seem visionary. And yet 
the arguments that Sir Henry Parkes used on behalf of a mere 
Australian federation apply a fortiori to an Australasian federation. 

“Among the great objects requiring central government,” he 
declared “two of the most important related—firstly, to the 
Asiatic races, because it was impossible to foresee what political 
or social changes might take place in China, and how they might 
affect Australia ; and secondly, to the Pacific Islands, because 
Australia should be mistress of the Southern Seas.” Surely Sir 
Henry should here have used the word Australasia. 

We must however, it seems to me, be prepared, if anything 
of a practical nature is to arise out of these Antipodean 
conferences and conventions, to expect—at all events, at 
first—an Australian and not an Australasian federation. As 
Sir Henry Parkes clearly sees, the difficulties in the way 
of welding the five Colonies of the mainland and Tasmania 
into one State are sufficiently great to tax all the 
resources of colonial statesmen. Faint echoes have already 
reached us of grave differences on the all-important fiscal ques- 
tion. Victoria, the parent of Protection in Australia, is now all 
for intercolonial Free Trade; while South Australia, which has 
only recently adopted a Protective tariff, 1s not at all inclined to 
remove those barriers against her neighbours’ products. On this 
point one of the representatives at the Conference maintained that 
the revenue from the Customs was inadequate to pay the interest 
on the total public debts in all the Colonies. It is true Sir Henry 
Parkes, speaking on behalf of his own Colony, declared that 
“ New South Wales was prepared to go into this national union 
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without making any bargain and without stipulating for any ad- 
vantage whatever, trusting in the good faith and justice of a 
Federal Parliament.” Furthermore, he declared in his somewhat 
grandiose way, that the “ question of a common tariff was a mere 
trifle.” 

It is, however, self-evident that to speak of an Australian 
Dominion in which the provinces are divided by hostile 
custom-houses, is simply to play with words, and an idle 
mockery. Lord Derby, writing to a correspondent on this very 
subject, in a letter which well deserves publication in full, 
observes :—“It is absurd as well as mischievous that com- 
munities, situated as the Australian colonies are, should exclude 
one another’s productions by Custom-House regulations. The 
Americans of the United States, though not free-traders in prin- 
ciple, have at least entire free trade within their own country.” 
Self-evident as the truth of this may be, it may nevertheless 
appear an act of foolish self-sacrifice to the South Australians to 
open their ports freely to the more teeming manufactures of Vic- 
toria. Yet it is equally evident that time will only increase 
these inter-colonial trade rivalries, and that the only thing 
for the “ National Australasian Convention” to do is to face this 
fiscal problem at the outset, and by an overwhelming majority 
decide in favour of inter-colonial free trade. No doubt, as a 
concomitant of this, the Convention will insist on a uniform pro- 
tective tariff against the rest of the world, including the Mother 
Country. Sir Henry Parkes, sturdy old Cobdenite as he is, 
clearly foresees this eventuality, and is prepared to sacrifice Free 
Trade on the altar of Australian Federation. 

Another thorny question which the Convention will have to 
face is the selection of the Metropolis. So far nothing seems to 
be decided, except that the Sydney folk will never consent to 
Melbourne, nor the people of Melbourne recognise Sydney, as the 
seat of government of “ United Australia.” Sir Henry Parkes 
has already declared in favour of Albany, the border-town on the 
Murray. The suggestion of Sir Charles Tupper, who speaks 
from his Canadian experience, that the names of a select number 
of cities and towns should be submitted to the Queen for her final 
decision, is a timely one. 

It remains to say something on the possible change of relations 
between England and Australia when the latter is welded into one 
compact State. There are not wanting those who believe that this 
federation will intoxicate our kinsmen with a sense of their own 
strength, and a consequent desire to free themselves from the 
trammels of the Empire. Read between the lines, this was the 
moral of a somewhat remarkable article in the Nineteenth Century 
by Sir Julius Vogel on the fancied right of a colony to secede, if it 
chooses, from the Empire. According to Sir Julius, this is an all- 
prevailing political heresy in Australia ; and heseemed to insinuate 
that some of the Colonial statesmen who are now controlling the 
federation movement, are doing so in no friendly spirit to England. 
I remember so cautious and diplomatic an official as Sir Dillon 
Bell, in a public discussion on a paper read by Lord Carnarvon 
before the London Chamber of Commerce, on the “ Mutual 
Duties of England and Australasia in time of War,” expressing 
himself very clearly as to the duty of the Mother Country 
insisting on the fact that the Colonies could not, at their own 
will, be suffered to sever their allegiance. This, he said, should 
be made quite plain before England rendered any further 
assistance to them in such matters as their naval and military 
defence. 

All this implies, I venture to think, a distrust of the great self- 
governing Colonies which is based on a fallacy. So far from 
Australian, still less Australasian, federation weakéning the tie 
between us, I firmly believe that, if we are wise, it will strengthen 
it. The predominant loyalty of all the speakers at the Melbourne 
Conference is one of its salient characteristics. What reason 
have we to suspect the genuineness of Sir Henry Parkes’ splendid 
tribute to the virtues of the Sovereign, or the well-worded loyal 


address to Her Majesty which closed the proceedings on 
Friday last? 





At the same time, it is evident that England must be content 
to permit these aspiring young communities to live in accordance 
with their own social and political necessities. There is no 
weightier lesson in the whole of Sir Charles Dilke’s admirable 
work on the “ Problems of Greater Britain” than in the chapter 
on the future relations of the Colonies and the Mother Country. 
The interference of the shifting politician, who, from time 
to time, fills under our system of party government the partially 
obsolete office of Colonial Secretary, in the domestic concerns of 
any great self-governing colony, is too often still a cause of grave 
annoyance. 

In the case of such a self-willed and powerful federated 
dominion as Australia, it might at any moment imperil the con- 
nection with the Mother Country. Should we, however, continue 
to pursue with unfaltering step the broad path of true Liberalism, 
and suffer our adventurous kinsmen at the Antipodes—who, in 
the span of a single lifetime, have created a nation—to manage 
their own affairs, and refrain from all interference in their domestic 
concerns, then it may be predicted that, through “the crimson 
thread of kinship,” there will be a lasting alliance and an un- 
dying affection between the scattered members of our race. 

A. PATCHETT MARTIN. 








THE JOURNALIST'S DELUSION. 
apatite 

: W HY did Pope say this?” said Beauclerk to Dr. Johnson, 

one day, after quoting a not very meritorious couplet. 
“ Sir,” was Johnson’s reply, “he hoped it would vex somebody.” 
Apparently we labour under the same suspicion as Pope. Our 
remarks last week on the subject of the new journalism have 
been freely criticised, and in certain quarters an impression 
prevails that it was our intention to “vex somebody.” Nothing 
can be further from the truth than such an idea as this. It was 
not without a set purpose that we made our observations so 
general in their character that some of our critics have accused 
us of having been vague almost to the point of being mean- 
ingless. But our anxiety to avoid the very suspicion of that 
personal offensiveness to which we alluded as being so largely 
characteristic of the new journalism compelled us to’ speak 
strongly on the question as a whole. The English Press 
is a great factor in our national life; it criticises everybody 
and everything. It cannot claim to be exempt from criticism 
itself ; and if it be true that in some respects it has undergone in 
recent years a marked change for the worse, no greater service 
can be done than to call attention to the fact. After carefully 
considering all that our critics have to say in reply to our remarks 
last week, we find that we are only too fully confirmed in our 
strong conviction that there has been a serious change, not for 
the better, but for the worse, in English journalism within the 
last quarter of a century. Indeed, our critics themselves are in 
general agreement with us on this point. It is only upon 
questions of detail that they differ. One finds a distinction 
between the “new journalism” and “modern journalism,” and 
accuses us of having confused the two; another, whilst accepting 
our general conclusions, asks in triumph how we venture to con- 
demn the substitution of the paragraphist for the journalist at the 
very time when we are printing paragraphs of our own, social as 
well as political, and so forth, and so forth. To all of which the 
answer is obvious and complete. We did not use the words 
“new journalism” in the sense in which they were used by Mr. 
Matthew Arnold, because, as a matter of fact, nobody uses 
them now-a-days in that sense. We used them in the same 
sense as that in which they are used by our new journalists 
themselves—gentlemen who claim for the latest developments 
of their craft the title once applied by Mr. Arnold to something 
very different, and now, at all events, by no means new. As for 
the paragraph, the fates forbid that we, of all people in the world, 
should be accused of undervaluing it. Here and elsewhere we 
have delighted for years in its use, and the readers of THE 
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SPEAKER will have no reason to complain of its absence from 
these pages. It is against the abuse and not the use of the 
paragraph that we protest. When men write paragraphs as Pope 
penned his couplet hoping to “vex somebody ;” when, affecting 
to deal with a grave and complicated question, they settle it in a 
dozen flippant lines ; when in treating of some particular person, 
of whose true character they are absolutely ignorant, they endea- 
vour in the briefest possible space to compress the most offensive 
and impertinent utterances they can devise, they have no right to 
shield themselves behind the fact that other persons also write 
paragraphs of a wholly different character and in an entirely 
different spirit. 

It is against the flippancy, the ignorance, and the insolence of 
much of our contemporary journalism that every journalist who 
seeks to uphold the dignity of his calling is bound to protest. 
That these are the characteristics of too much of our journalism 
now-a-days is a sad but indisputable fact. Journalists themselves 
join the world at large in making complaint of it. Indeed, it is 
curious to see how very sensitive some of the gentlemen 
of the new school are to anything in the shape of 
hostile criticism upon themselves. They, who go about from 
morning till night, ink-pot in hand, splashing little drops 
of darkness at random upon all who come within the purview of 
the paragraph-monger, positively shriek with indignant rage 
when anything which in the remotest degree resembles the same 
treatment is bestowed upon themselves. If, therefore, nobody 
likes this kind of journalism, not even its own professors, would 
it not be wise to say so frankly and to try a different method ? 
But in order to effect any complete change the journalist himself 
must abjure that fundamental error of his regarding his own 
place in the world. Among pressmen of a certain class it seems to 
be held that the mere fact that a man is a journalist makes him 
superior to other people, and entitles him to speak “as one that hath 
authority.” What absurd nonsense is this! The young barrister 
does not on the morrow of his call imagine that he can command 
the attention of the Court of Appeal, or cross swords with the 
foremost men at the bar. The newly-elected member of Parlia- 
ment knows full well that before the House of Commons will 
listen to him with patience and respect, he must make good his 
claim in conflict with his peers. But put your half-fledged 
journalist at a desk, with his identity hidden from the public by 
that thin sheet of paper which is the medium by which his 
opinions are conveyed to the outer world, and he will discuss the 
gravest and most difficult problems of State, pronounce sharp 


condemnation upon the most illustrious men of his day, talk | 


oracularly at large upon any and every subject, with all the 
easy glibness of a veteran. He may be fresh from college or the 
select academy ; his ideas may be as crude and unripe as those of a 
school-girl in her teens, his knowledge of the world may be con- 
fined to the narrow clique to which he himself belongs, but he 
will air his opinions with no less confidence on this account ; nor 
will the fact lead him to temper his magnificent display of omni- 
science with even a dash of common modesty—such as in real 
life he would be bound to exhibit towards his seniors and his 
superiors. Does not the mere fact that he has acquired a chair 
in a newspaper office entitle him to place himself on terms not so 
much of equality as of superiority with regard to the wisest of 
the men whose policy or actions he criticises ? 

Of course the trick does not impose upon men of the world, 
or upon those who know something of the question which the 
young paragraphist happens to be discussing at the moment. 
These see through the shallow affectation of knowledge and 
authority on the part of the anonymous teacher ; and it is pre- 
cisely because this happens in so many cases that the opinions of 
the Press on grave public questions are now too often treated 
with scant respect in the highest and best-informed quarters. 
But the “general reader”—poor soul !—takes it all upon trust ; 
does not understand that this weighty condemnation of the policy 
of the Ministry or the Opposition has been penned by a young 
gentleman whose knowledge of politics is limited to that which 


. 





he can pick up from a hurried perusal of the morning papers ; 
never imagines that the smart paragraph which is rounded 
off with an insolent quip at the expense of a Gladstone or a 
Hartington has been penned by someone whose knowledge of 
the careers of those statesmen does not extend further back than 
the brace of years in which he has been “ writing for the press” ; 
and, merely because he finds these opinions, in print, regards them 
as being of greater value and importance than if they were con- 
tained in the letter of a friend, or uttered in the compartment of a 
railway carriage. It need hardly be said that we can have no 
desire to diminish the value or the efficacy of genuine newspaper 
criticism. All that we ask is that criticism should itself be criti- 
cised ; that the opinion of the anonymous journalist should not of 
itself be regarded as being of more value than the opinion of any 
other “ man in the street,” and that weight should only be attached 
to newspaper views when those views are either supported by fair 
argument, or come to us as individual expressions of opinion from 
men whom we have learned to trust. 








RAILWAY PUNCTUALITY. 
acnmesttiigeanas 

‘THE astonishing statistics of punctuality furnished by our 

Southern railway companies at the request of Parliament, 
and published in the 7imes of Wednesday last, as well as the 
letters which supplement the return, depend for public favour 
rather on the humour which conciliates, than the accuracy that 
constrains, mankind. It was a bright audacity, for instance, to 
endow the passenger service of the South-Eastern with 67 per 
cent. of absolute punctuality over a term of three months! But 
then comes the grim question— What has become of the pas- 
sengers that travelled by those 67 trains? Alas! not one has 
lived to tell the tale ; and a cautious public cannot therefore be 
blamed if almost to a man it travels by preference in that one- 
fifth of a train which is always safe and over thirty minutes late. 
Often in the past has the accomplished statistician given universal 
experience the lie: but if, while the Great Eastern has been 
winning adulation for a punctuality that varied from 38 to 56 per 
cent., the South-Eastern, with a magnificent 67, continues to bear 
a name worse than a dog’s, the value of popular judgment i3 
small indeed. ; 

Parliament asked for the statistics of twelve months. The 
companies return statistics for three months only. Why? 
Because : (1) “A very considerable amount of labour and expense 
must be incurred in preparing the return, even for three months ” 
(London, Brighton and South Coast Railway). (2) “The com- 
pilation of a return for three months will involve considerable 
labour and expense” (London, Chatham and Dover Railway). 
(3) “ No time shall be lost in the preparation of the return, but 
as it will involve much labour and expense, I fear it will be some 
time before I can forward it to you, even for this limited period” 
(South-Eastern Railway). Now it is obvious that on every 
decently conducted railway the time of each train should be 
abstracted month by month, and the percentage of punctuality 
worked out as regularly as clockwork. Clearly on the Brighton; 
South-Eastern, and Chatham lines this analysis is not a regular 
thing, or why this talk of “labour and expense”? 

Moreover, it will be noted that the unanimity of these com- 
panies is like that of the supers in the Critic. Why has each hit on 
that particular term “labour and expense”? Because : (1) “ Being 
in some doubt, from the wording of the Order, what was intended 
to be shown by the return, it was thought desirable to discuss 
the subject with the managers of the other southern railways, 
so that our respective returns should be compiled upon the 
same principle” (London, Brighton and South Coast Railway). 
(2) “In consequence of difficulties having arisen with reference to 
the basis on which the return should be made, it was necessary that 
the managers of the southern railways should meet, so that the 
returns of the four companies might be uniform” (London, Chatham 
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and Dover Railway). (3) “A meeting. so as to arrive at 
a proper understanding whereby the return asked for should be 
compiled by each company on precisely the same basis ” (London 
and South-Western Railway). (4) “I found it necessary to dis- 
cuss the subject with the managers of the other railways south of 
the Thames, in order that the return might be compiled if pos- 
sible on a like basis” (South-Eastern Railway). Delicious unison ! 

Of course, the sort of man who never can understand a joke 
will sit down and suggest that as no authentic and regular record 
of the arrival of their trains is kept by these companies, it would 
be instructive to know how the figures presented to Parliament 
have been obtained. He will lose his temper, suspecting the 
67, 65, and 69 per cent. of punctual trains to exist only in the 
“Comic Bradshaw” under the heading of “Trains which start 
and arrive, but do not run” ; and he will worry us with discoveries 
of a remarkable uniformity, not only in the letters, but also in the 
statistics of the Brighton, Chatham, and South-Eastern lines, 
hinting that the daszs sought by the managers in council was 
rather their own reputation than the truth required by Parliament. 

We are much more reasonable. We ask for those passengers, 
or the bones of those passengers, or at least some word of those 
passengers, who during last May embarked on the trains (73% 
per cent.) of the South-Eastern that arrived punctually. For, 
being on intimate terms with the one or two hundred thousand 
who travelled by that one-fifth of a train which was over half an 
hour late, we have sought in vain for one out of those millions 
who were in time. They were in time, but alas! they ave neither 
in time nor space. Something more must be heard of these 
statistics: and we shall be astonished if they do not conceal 
a catastrophe to which the late floods in China will prove a 
bagatelle. 








MINOR EXHIBITIONS. 





OF all forms of art-exhibitions, none possesses greater in- 

terest or educational value than the “one-man shows” which 
have grown so fashionable at the private galleries. They afford 
opportunities for studying individual artists, appreciating their 
worth, and realising their meaning, never obtained at mixed 
displays. Two such exhibitions of special interest are at present 
open in London. 

At the Fine Art Society’s rooms in Bond Street, Mr. John 
Fulleylove, R.I., shows a series of drawings of Cambridge and of 
the Riviera. Last year this artist, who stands head and shoulders 
above all English water-colourists who attempt architectural 
subjects, gave us a series of Oxford studies ; and with wonderful 
sympathy reproduced the golden-brown and _purple-stained 
masonry, and the “immemorial elms” throwing their broad 
shadows across the brilliant turf, the turf which, in accordance 
with the Christ Church gardener’s recipe given to the inquiring 
American lady, can be produced if “ mowed and rolled, and rolled 
and mowed, for thousands of years.” Cambridge does not 
possess quite the same attractions, and the artist has cut his 
paper into smaller squares, and adopted a little crisper and 
brighter method. With keen eye he has noted all sorts 
of unsuspected corners of beauty, utilising with happy effect 
bright notes of ruddy local colour perhaps unsuspected, yet 
forcing nothing. Each little drawing is stamped with the artist’s 
own strong individuality, each one is a proof of the purity of his 
colour. 

Solid and substantial are these lordly buildings, but they owe 
none of their massiveness to body-colour ; and the rrver that washes 
them flows bright and pleasant—water one might swim in—the 
effect being obtained at once with directness and simplicity, and 
left untouched and untroubled. The drawing of the architecture 
is free and delicate. Whether we look at the “ Entrance from the 
Backs, Clare,” “The Great Court, Trinity,” “ King’s Chapel Interior,” 
“ John’s Library,” “The Fitzwilliam Museum,” “ King’s Parade,” 
“John’s Bridge of Sighs,” or any other of the threescore of 





sketches, we find the same dainty quality, the leading attribute of 
the building subtly felt, be it grace, dignity, or tenderness ; whilst 
the delicate details are always present, though never insisted upon. 
The nature of his subjects has compelled Mr. Fulleylove to 
give us nearly all his central objects in the same plane; but 
whenever the accident ofa rising turret or receding street has 
enabled him to suggest distance, he has done so. These draw- 
ings are charming, and complete as far as they go; if fault be 
found with them, it will be with their smiling monotony of sun- 
light. Cambridge is the very breeding place of thunderstorms, 
and one is tempted to wish to see the dark wing of a noisy cloud 
sweep over some of these quiet grey colleges. In another part of 
the exhibition we are taken to the same artist’s fresh and 
vigorous Southern Europe studies—to Nice, washed by the 
strong blue Mediterranean, brilliant in the hot sun; to the 
Italian ironclads riding in the Gulf of Spezia; or the lonely 
yellow strand where Shelley’s body was cast up by the waves 
to be burned. Mr. Fulleylove also shows several proofs of his 
vigour and skill with lead-pencil. 

At the Sign of the Rembrandt Head in Vigo Street, Mr. 
Frank W. W. Topham shows a series of little pictures of Surrey 
scenes and Surrey rustics. They are such subjects as Mrs. 
Allingham’s exquisite brush loves to draw, and are honest, sincere, 
and manly transcripts from Nature, and unidealised portraits of 
simple folk. Mr. Topham secures a pleasant out-of-door effect 
of sunshine, and is happy with the dappled light which tesselates 
a woodland path. His greens and browns would bear the intro- 
duction of some subtler differentiating, and he is richer in pains 
than poetry. 

Mr. C. E. Johnson has chosen a felicitous moment to exhibit 
his pictures at Messrs. Tooth’s under the title of Loch, Moor, and 
Mountain. Landseer’s noble paintings still attract crowds to the 
Grosvenor Gallery, and he, like Mr. Johnson, was a chronicler of 
Highland sport. It is therefore most interesting to note how 
two men both perfectly sincere should, though the whole heaven 
apart in genius and temperament, have treated their subject. 
Mr. Johnson, however much of an artist he may be, is 
always a sportsman—a sportsman in quest of something to kil’. 
He insists that we shall regard his work from that view-point. 
As we look at his unidealised little canvases, faithful records of 
days the painter himself has very keenly enjoyed, we feel the joy 
of a sportsman’s life, the thrilling pleasure of walking over the 
springy heather, whilst the high white clouds sail lazily across 
the August sky, and the granite cairns lift up huge grey 
shoulders from their yellow and purple couches ; we grow excited 
as we watch the stalkers seizing every possible cover to get almost 
within shot of their quarry ; we watch the quivering pointers and 
setters, so correctly drawn, straight as rods from nose to flag-tir, 
directing their masters straight to the unsuspecting grouse ; we 
wonder whether the gillie gaffed that struggling salmon. All 
this is healthy, honest, and good. Of the emotions of animals, cf 
the intelligence of the dogs, of the kingship of the antlered stag, 
of the pathos of the dying or wounded deer, a subject so 
precious to Landseer, he gives us no indication. Mr. Johnson is 
essentially an objective painter. What he has seen he sets down 
in a pleasant manly way; and he has seen just what most 
Englishmen with good eyesight, strong limbs, and capital 
digestion do see in deer, grouse, and salmon-haunted Caledonia. 
All sportsmen will be delighted with the technical accuracy of 
such pictures as “In Amongst Them,” “One Down,” “ Tak’ 
your Time, Sir,” “ Don’t miss him ;” and artists will be pleased 
with the solid painting, and truthful colour. Mr. Johnson is less 
happy in such pictures as “Bringing Home the Stag,” which 
should have been called “ Bringing Home the Venison;” “A 
Moonlight Ramble,” which suggests the “Children of the Mist,” 
“ Morning,” reminiscent of the “ Monarch of the Glen,” and “ In 
the Sanctuary ;” and for the reasons we have indicated. 

Millet’s “ Angelus” will be seen in London this summer. 
The Americans, who gave the extravagant price of £22,000 for 
this masterpiece at the Secretan sale, were encountered by the 
formidable obstacle of a 33°3 per cent. ad valorem duty when 
they reached their own shores, They decided not to pay it 
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for the time ; but, taking advantage of a law which permitted its 
importation for the purposes of exhibition for six months, have 
arranged to display it in New York for that period, and then bring 
it over here for show purposes for a season. 

“La Vallée de la Toucques,” by Troyon, now on view at 
Messrs. Goupil’s gallery, is probably that artist’s masterpiece. 
Troyon, as a landscape painter, rivalled in breadth and dignity 
any of the Barbizon men, and any of the Dutch masters in 
depicting cattle. 

In Eugéne Piot, Paris has lost a collector and connoisseur of 
the most exquisite taste and greatest shrewdness. He was born 
in 1812, and inherited a fortune of £8,000 from his father, which 
he speedily dissipated. His leisure hours were spent in the 
Louvre. He became the intimate friend of Théophile Gautier, 
and suggested to that great critic the journey to Spain which 
resulted in Gautier’s Voyage en Espagne, dedicated to Piot. 
In 1848 Piot started the luxurious and splendid but short-lived 
Le Cabinet de [Amateur. He spent much time in Italy, and at 
Venice and Naples his keen eye and consummate knowledge 
enabled him to pick up gems of antique art often for a few 
Napoleons, which he sometimes resold to the Rothschilds and 
others for thousands of francs. He was by no means always in 
haste to realise. In one case he acquired at Naples the famous 
bronze leg of the statue of a runner, for 3,000 francs, and waited 
twenty-five years before he obtained 65,000 francs from the 
British Museum for it. In the space of twenty-three years his 
collection was brought seven times to the hammer. 








FORTUNIO. 
tin 

WHEN I was a small boy, my parents lived within three 

miles of Tregarrick, a dead-and-alive little market town, set 
amid wide and sad-coloured moors. It had once a mayor and 
corporation, could speak of Royal visits, and was a noted stage 
for the mail coaches. These glories, however, were of the past: 
the railway came, skirted the moors, and left Tregarrick to itself ; 
and now the inhabitants woke up for one day only in the year. But 
that was a gala day ; for Tregarrick goose-fair (which fell in the 
week after Michaelmas) was, as all the world owned, the most 
famous in the West Country. .They cooked a goose there in 
twenty-two different ways ; and as no one who came to the fair 
would dream of eating any other food, you may fancy what a 
reek of cooking would fill the narrow grey street soon after 
mid-day. 

We boys were always given a holiday to go to the goose-fair ; 
and it was on my way thither that I first made Fortunio’s ac- 
quaintance. I wore a new pair of corduroys, that smelt—oh, how 
they smelt !—and squeaked, too, as I trotted briskly along the bleak 
high road ; for I had a bright shilling to spend, and it burnt a hole 
in my pocket. I was planning my purchases, when I noticed, on 
an eminence of the road ahead, a man’s figure sharply defined 
against the sky. 

He was driving a flock of geese, so slowly that I soon caught 
him up ; and such a man or such geese I had never seen. To 
begin with, his rags were worse than a scarecrow’s. In one hand 
he carried a long staff; the other held a small book close under 
his nose, and his lean shoulders bent over as he read in it. You 
could tell by the man’s undecided gait that all his eyes were for 
this book. Only he would look up when one of his birds strayed 
too far on the turf that lined the highway, and would guide it back 
to the stones again with his staff. As for the geese, they were 
utterly draggle-tailed and stained with travel, and waddled, 
every one, with so woe-begone a limp that I had to laugh as I 
passed. 

The man glanced up, set his forefinger between the pages of 
his book, and turned on me a long sallow face and a pair of the 
most beautiful brown eyes in the world. 

“ Little boy,” he said, in a quick foreign way—“ rosy little boy. 
You laugh at my geese, eh?” No doubt I stared at him like a 
ninny, for he went on— 

“Little wide-mouthed Cupidon, how you gaze! Also, by the 
way, how you smell !” 

“It’s my corduroys,” said I. 








“Then I do not like your corduroys. But I like you to laugh. 
Laugh again—only at the right matter: laugh at this——” 

And, opening his book again, he read a long passage as I 
walked beside him ; but I could make neither head nor tail of it. 

“That is from the ‘Sentimental Journey,’ by Laurence Sterne, 
the most beautiful of your English wits. Ah, he is more than 
French! Laugh at it.” 

It was rather hard to laugh thus to order; but suddenly he 
set me the example, showing two rows of very white teeth, and 
fetching from his hollow chest a sound of mirth so incongruous 
with the whole aspect of the man that I smiled at his very oddity. 

“That’s right; but be louder. Make the sounds that you 
made just now——” 

He broke off sharply, being seized with an ugly fit of cough- 
ing, that forced him to halt and lean on his staff for a while. 
When he recovered we walked on together after the geese, he 
talking all the way in high-flown sentences that were Greek to 
me, and I stealing a look every now and then at his olive face, 
and half inclined to take to my heels and run. 

We came at length to the ridge where the road dives sud- 
denly into Tregarrick. The town lies along a narrow vale, and 
looking down we saw flags waving along the street and much 
smoke curling from the chimneys, and heard the church-bells, 
the big drum, and the confused mutterings and hubbub of the 
fair. The sun—for the morning was still fresh—did not yet 
pierce to the bottom of the valley, but fell on the hillside opposite, 
where cottage-gardens in parallel strips climbed up from the 
town to the moorland. 

“What is that?” asked the goose-driver, touching my arm 
and pointing to a dazzling spot on the slope opposite. 

“ That’s the sun on the windows of Gardener Tonken’s glass- 
house.” 

“ Eh ?—does he live there?” 

“ He’s dead, and the garden’s ‘to let ;’ you can just see the 
board from here. But he didn’t live there, of course. People 
don’t live in glass-houses, only plants.” 

“That’s a pity, little boy, for their souls’ sakes. It reminds 
me of a story—by the way, do you know Latin? No? Well, 
listen to this :—if I can sell my geese to-day, perhaps I will hire 
that glass-house, and you shall come there on half-holidays, and 
learn Latin. Now run ahead and spend your money.” 

I was glad to escape, and in the bustle of the fair quickly 
forgot my friend. But late in the afternoon, as 1 had my eyes 
glued to a peepshow, I heard a voice behind me cry “little 
boy !” and turning, saw him again. He was without his geese. 

“T have sold them,” he said, “for £5 ; and I have taken the 
glass-house. The rent is only £3 a year, and I shan’t live 
longer, so that leaves me money to buy books. I shall feed on 
the snails in the garden, making soup of them, for there is a 
beautiful stove in the glass-house. When is your next half- 
holiday ?” 

“On Saturday.” 

“Very well. Iam going away to buy books; but I shall be 
back by Saturday, and then you are to come and learn Latin,” 

It may have been fear or curiosity, certainly it was no desire 
for learning, that took me to Gardener Tonken’s glass-house next 
Saturday afternoon. The goose-driver was there to welcome me. 

“ Ah, little wide-mouth,” he cried; “I knew you would be 
here. Come and see my library.” 

He showed me a pile of dusty, tattered volumes, arranged on 
an old flower-stand. 

“ See,” said he, “no sorrowful books, only Aristophanes and 
Lucian, Rabelais, Moliére, Voltaire’s novels, ‘Gil Blas,’ ‘ Don 
Quixote,’ Fielding, a play or two of Shakespeare, a volume or so 
of Swift, a Horace, Prior’s Poems, and Sterne—that divine 
Sterne! And a Latin Grammar and Virgil for you, little boy. 
First, eat some snails,” 

But this I would not. So he pulled out two three-legged 
stools, and very soon I was trying to fix my wandering wits and 
decline mensa. 
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After this I came on every half-holiday for nearly a year. Of 
course the tenant of the glass-house was a nine days’ wonder in 
the town. A crowd of boys and even many grown men and 
women would assemble and stare into the glass-house while we 
worked ; but Fortunio (he gave no other name) seemed rather to 
like it than not. Only when certain wiseacres approached my 
parents with hints that my studies with a ragged man who lived 
on snails and garden-stuff were uncommonly like traffic with the 
devil, Fortunio, hearing the matter, walked over one morning 
to our home and had an interview with my mother. I don’t 
know what was said ; but I know that afterwards no resistance 
was made to my visits to the glass-house. 

They came to an end in the saddest and most natural way. 
One September afternoon I sat construing to Fortunio out of the 
first book of Virgil’s “ A2neid”—so far was I advanced ; and 
coming to the passage— 


‘* Tum breviter Dido, vultum demissa, profatur "’ 


I had just rendered vu/tum demissa “ with downcast eyes,” when 
the book was snatched from me and hurled to the far end of the 
glass-house. Looking up, I saw Fortunio in a transport of 
passion. 

“ Fool—little fool! Will you be like all the commentators ? 
Will you forget what Virgil has said and put your own nonsense 
into his golden mouth ?” 

He stepped across, picked up the book, found the passage, and 
then turning back a page or so, read out— 


** Seepta armis soliogue alte subnixa resedit.” 


“Alte! Alte!” he screamed: “Dido sat on high: A£neas 
stood at the foot of her throne. Listen to this :—‘ Then Dido, 
bending down her gaze . sd 

He went on translating. A rapture took him, and the sun 
beat in through the glass roof, and lit up his eyes as he went on 
and on. He was transfigured ; his voice swelled and sank with 
passion, swelled again, and then, at the words— 


** Quze te tam leeta tulerunt 
Seecula? Qui tanti talem genuere parentes?” 


it broke, the Virgil dropped from his hand, and sinking down on 
his stool he broke into a wild fit of sobbing. 

“Oh, why did I read it? Why did I read this sorrowful 
book?” And then checking his sobs, he looked up at me with 
dry eyes. 

“Go away, little one. Don’t come again: I am going to die 
very soon now.” 

I stole out, awed and silent, and went home. But the picture 
of him kept me awake that night, and early in the morning I 
dressed and ran off to the glass-house. 

He was still sitting as I had left him. 

“Why have you come?” he asked, harshly. “I have been 
coughing. I am going to die.” 

“Then I'll fetch a doctor.” 

wa 

“A clergyman ?” 

“No.” 

But I ran for a doctor. Fortunio lived on for a week after 
this, and at length consented to see a clergyman. I brought the 
Vicar, and was told to leave them alone together and come back 
in an hour’s time. 

When I returned, Fortunio was stretched quietly on the rough 
bed we had found for him, and the Vicar, who knelt beside it, was 
speaking softly in his ear. 

As I entered on tiptoe, 1 heard— . 

« in that kingdom shall be no weeping——” 

“Oh, Parson,” interrupted Fortunio, “that’s bad. I’m so 
bored with laughing, you see, that the good God might surely 
allow a few tears.” 

The parish buried him, and his books went to pay for the 
funeral. But I kept the Virgil; and this, with the few memories 
that I impart to you, is all that remains to me of Fortunio. Q. 





THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 





(FROM THE BENCHES.) 

AST week there seemed to be a notion among some of the 
more fervent Unionists that the Gladstonian party would 
cease to exist on Thursday, the 14th February, on which evening 
the Report of the Parnell Commission was to be presented to 
Parliament. Friday’s papers were a fearful revelation to the 
faithful souls who had pinned their faith to the discretion of the 
Times and to the assertions of the Attorney-General. Absolute 
disgust quickly took the place of their radiant hopes. On all 
sides I found Tory gentlemen despondent, and admitting the 
effect of the blow to their cause. And joined to their despond- 
ency there is, I am rejoiced to know, a corresponding feeling of 
indignation with the 7imes, and, sad to say, even with Mr. 
Smith’s old friend himself. I think, too, that one may say there is 
a feeling of relief among Gladstonians. They realise to the full 
the force of the judges’ condemnation of boycotting, and of the 
Plan of Campaign. But they cannot imagine how the Unionist 
cause is to gain strength from it. The country has made up its 
mind as to the causes of agrarian crime in Ireland, and has faced 
the fact that there is much to forgive and forget. But the rest of 
the report is a magnificent vindication of the personal characters 
of Mr. Parnell and the Irish members in the matter of crime. 
And whatever our Tory friends may say in public, they realise 
perfectly well that the game is up. No one, moreover, appears 

to me to take the report seriously. 

No one believes the Government will take any proceedings to 
give effect to the judgment. I could not find any single anti- 
Home Ruler in favour of a criminal prosecution based upon the 
report. Whereupon we rejoice, because it is surely clear that a 
Government which refuses to prosecute eight politicians declared 
by name to be guilty of what amounts to treason, cannot feel very 
sure of their ground before a jury. And if they do not prosecute, 
they cannot use the report in the country without laying them- 
selves open to obvious and crushing retort. Mr. Smith has given 
notice of a wonderful resolution by which we are to thank the judges 
for doing their duty, and declare our adoption of the report. For 
myself, I do not see why we should not pass the resolution. Like 
the easy-going gentleman who was ready to sign the Thirty-nine 
Articles, or forty if it was preferred, I would adopt as many 
reports as the Government liked, if it would help to make things 
pleasant all round. 

But I am told there will be endless discussion on the proposal. 
The Opposition seem disposed now to ask the House to thank 
the judges and to express their satisfaction that Mr. Parnell 
and his colleagues have been cleared of the more serious part of 
the charges brought against them. One hears nothing at present 
of any proposition to repay the costs of the 7Z7mes. On the 
contrary, the feeling of the House, I should say, is more distinctly 
against it than ever. Remarks have been made upon the 
Attorney-General’s Oxford speech, which many of his own friends 
regard as a mistake. They showed their opinion by their very 
cool reception of him on Monday. 

Apart from the Commission, there is not much talked about. 
Mr. George Wyndham was always good to look at, and by general 
consent we have come to the conclusion that he is good to listen 
to also. Mr. Smith-Barry’s speech is the subject of much con- 
gratulation from his friends. He is evidently a candid person, 
and it was curious to note how in his mind “ we landlords ” has 
taken the place of the “we loyalists” of old. Mr. Chamberlain 
sat like the Sphinx the other night when Sir Henry James spoke as 
the leader of the party. Ifhe felt as he looked, I am sorry for him. 

Nothing, apparently, is too bad to be said about Mr. 
Matthews. His luckless interposition on Tuesday has brought 
unmeasured wrath on his devoted head. Birmingham seems a 
veritable centre for the apostles of discord. I cannot honestly 
congratulate my Tory friends on a town which has given 
them not only Mr. Chamberlain, but Mr. Matthews too. 

The House of Commons is a curious community. After the 
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heat of Tuesday’s Irish debate and division, the news of the death 
of poor Mr. Biggar on Wednesday morning came as an astound- 
ing surprise. At 12 on Tuesday night we had all seen him 
apparently in vigorous health. By early Wednesday morning 
he was dead. The House was unaffectedly shocked, and 
politicians of all shades were expressing regret and sympathy. 
Mr. Biggar, despite all his eccentricities, was a favourite. He 
was our most constant attendant, and his familiar figure will be 
much missed. 


(FROM THE GALLERY.) 

We are still engaged, and likely to be engaged for some days 
more, in the business of thanking Her Majesty for her gracious 
Speech. Unfortunately for the Government, the Opposition, 
while not objecting to the thanks, wish to add to them a series 
of “regrets” involving censure, more or less pronounced, on the 
conduct of the Government. The debate on the Address has 
now come to be a review of the policy of the Government in 
every field of administration, and each amendment on it 
takes the form of a vote of censure. It thus happens 
that we have now more motions affecting the existence of 
the Government crammed into a fortnight than in old times we 
had in a whole session. The discharge of so much heavy 
artillery in the first fortnight of the session does not greatly 
disturb the Ministry. They have got hardened to these multi- 
plied votes of no confidence, and as long as they have their 
majority in attendance they can confront the Opposition with 
considerable equanimity. 

Though there has been some good speaking on the Irish 
amendment to the Address, it has been difficult to impart a great 
interest in the debate. Both sides know that talking is useless ; 
on one side is the argument, on the other are the votes ; and so 
matters will continue till the present Parliament terminates. There 
is no member of the Irish party whom the Tories hate so profoundly 
as Mr. O’Brien. He has fought, and wrestled with, and defeated 
the Chief Secretary, and this in the eyes of the Tories raises him 
to a position of bad pre-eminence. Nevertheless, they are drawn 
by the fascination of Mr. O’Brien’s natural power to come and 
hear him. When he rose to speak on Monday the House was 
crowded. Members listened for considerably over an hour toa 
most damaging attack on the Chief Secretary’s policy. Mr. O’Brien 
speaks with overpowering intensity and fervour. He throws his 
whole soul into his utterances, and they suffer perhaps a little from 
his consuming vehemence in their delivery. They are-all aglow 
with earnestness and passion, and are spoken with a fire and in a 
tone of voice which contrast strongly with Mr. O’Brien’s fragile 
physique. The hon. member, moreover, is a master of style. 
His invective is keen and trenchant, and some of his phrases are 
extremely felicitous. His arraignment of the policy of the 
Chief Secretary was overwhelming. He showed how at every 
point it had met -with failure, and Mr. Balfour, though not very 
pervious to ridicule, writhed and wriggled under Mr. O’Brien’s 
exposure. When Mr. Balfour is mentally disturbed, his legs 
give him a great deal of trouble. He _ stretches them 
out, he pulls them, he places them against the table, but he 
cannot keep them one moment at peace. During the whole 
of Mr. O’Brien’s speech Mr. Balfours limbs were in a 
condition of constant and irritated movement. Mr. Russell, 
who was put up to reply to Mr. O’Brien, is an orator after 
a fashion. His practice as a temperance lecturer has taught 
him the art of fluent utterance, but in style and delivery he does 
not approach the man whom he attempted to answer. Mr. 
Russell labours under the disadvantage of being a tenant’s repre- 
sentative and a landlord’s advocate. He is, as Mr. O’Brien once 
called him, the “literary emergency man ” of the landlords’ com- 
bination, and his speeches seem to want the ring which springs 
from high and lofty purpose. 

Perhaps, however, the great figure at the debate was Mr. 
Smith-Barry. The discussion had centred largely round his 
action on the Ponsonby estate, and at Tipperary. Mr. Smith- 
Barry was in the House of Commons for eight years before 
the present Parliament, but during all that time he was 
a silent member. He took little interest in politics, voted 








steadily with his party, and led the easy life of a country 
gentleman. The land war in Ireland has forced him into public 
activity,and has even taught him howto speak. The House listened 
with attention, for he is the soul and mind of the landlords’ 
combination. The Tories were fiercely sympathetic. There is 
no object that so deeply stirs the Conservative breast as a 
landlord struggling with tenants, and they were prodigal in 
their cheers of Mr. Smith-Barry’s speech. He is no orator; 
but he is evidently a resolute man. He defended his own 
action with a spirit which even opponents could respect. His 
tone was stern and unyielding. He and the League have closed 
in a desperate struggle, and Mr. Smith-Barry proclaimed that he 
would fight to the last. 

The Government reserved the Chief Secretary till the third 
night of the debate, but his speech was a disappointment to his 
friends. In spite of defiant recklessness of assertion, Mr. Balfour 
is evidently losing courage and hope. His treatment of Mr. 
Lefevre was insolent, and revealed a marked deterioration of 
manner. Mr. Balfour has often been cynical, flippant, and even 
offensive, but he has not before descended to a style of retort 
only suitable to the atmosphere of the Discussion Forum. 
Mr. Balfours defence of his administration was spiritless and 
evasive in the highest degree. His speech aroused no enthusiasm 
among his own friends, and the peroration, in which he spoke 
of the “dawn on Ireland brightening into the perfect day,” 
was a piece of tinsel rhetoric of the poorest kind. Mr. T. P. 
O’Connor was put up by the Irish party to reply to the Chief 
Secretary, and he performed the duty with great cleverness 
and power. The Chief Secretary, with an affectation which 
was childish, pretended to ignore Mr. O’Connor’s most effective 
points. While the hon. member was speaking he endeavoured to 
carry on a diligent conversation with Mr. Goschen. When this pre- 
tence could no longer be kept up, he addressed himself to his de- 
spatch-box, toarranging his papersand looking over hismemoranda. 
The Chief Secretary could not, however, blunt the effect of Mr. 
O’Connor’s speech on the House, and especially his lively and racy 
account of the conspiracy between the Fourth Party and the Irish 
members to overthrow Mr. Gladstone’s Government in 1885. 
Sir Henry James, appearing for the first time as the leader of the 
Liberal Unionists, threw his shield over the Government. He 
had sneered at Mr. Shaw-Lefevre as a speaker who was not likely 
to stir up even an Irish audience to violent action, and endeavoured 
to arouse the feelings of the House by harrowing accounts of the 
woes inflicted by boycotting. Mr. Morley wound up the debate 
in a speech of remarkable vigour. Every point in it was 
effectively put and went straight home. In one instance 
he smote the Ministerialists with tremendous force. He 
was referring to the monstrous charges brought by the Z7imes 
“ against men who are our colleagues.” Some hot-headed Tory 
shouted, “ Not our colleagues.” “Are they not our colleagues ?” 
said Mr. Morley, no doubt foreseeing the opening which would 
be given him. “No, no,” cried many of the Tories. “Then,” 
said Mr. Morley, with triumphant energy, “why don’t you turn 
them out of the House?” The blow was overwhelming. The 
Liberals cheered to the echo, and the gentlemen who had been 
shouting so lustily a minute or two before were dumb. 








FROM PALL MALL WINDOWS. 
SINS 
AN OUTLOOK ON MEN AND AFFAIRS. 

ORD SYDNEY, whose death occurred last week, was a per- 
fect specimen of the aristocratic, as opposed to the servile, 
courtier. He had filled every variety of Household office, and 
was an unequalled authority on questions of precedence, rank, 
title, and etiquette. He was also a shrewd man of business, and, 
even when he was out of office, was much consulted by the Queen 
about the management and domestic economy of the Royal 
Household. The Lord Steward’s department is chronically 
bankrupt, and its working expenses are only met by savings 
in the department of the Master of the Horse. This adjust- 
ment of receipts and liabilities, and the consequent shifting of 
responsibility from one set of officials to another, gives rise to a 
host of difficult problems, in which Lord Sydney’s dexterity, per- 
fected by long practice, was of essential service. Lord Sydney was 
a staunch Protestant, and a resolute foe of Ritualistic innovation ; 
and circumstances sometimes made him a kind of lay-bishop on 
a small scale. As Lord Chamberlain in two Administrations, 
he had official control of the Chapels Royal; and when Mr. 
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Gladstone made Lord Kenmare, who is a Roman-Cathelic, Lord 
Chamberlain, he delegated his ecclesiastical functions to his 
highly Protestant colleague, the Lord Steward. 

In person Lord Sydney “looked the character” to per- 
fection. He was erect and portly, with fair features, care- 
fully trimmed hair and whiskers, and the dress and manners 
of a fine Gentleman of the Regency. Yet, “in spite of 
all temptations to belong to other”—-political parties, he 
was a consistent and progressive Liberal, and an unfailing 
(though latterly a rather alarmed) supporter of Mr. Gladstone, 
who was constantly his guest in Cleveland Square, at Deal 
Castle, and in the Lord Steward’s official pew in the Chapel 
Royal. 

Lord Sydney’s titles became extinct by his death, and his 
estates in Kent, which are of no great extent, pass (subject to 
Lady Sydney's life-interest) to his nephew, the Hon. Robert 
Marsham. 

The Constableship of Deal Castle is a pleasant piece of patron- 
age which the Queen keeps in her own hands, and will probably 
bestow on some meritorious gentleman who wants a gratuitous 
residence on the South Coast. 

For the Lord Lieutenancy of Kent there will be fierce 
competition among the Tory magnates of the county. Lord 
Abergavenny is a formidable claimant, from his insatiable thirst 
for honours, and his knack of thrusting rivals on one side. And 
Lord Darnley, Lord Sackville, and Lord Amherst will all put in 
claims ; but the general favourite, in both senses of the term, is 
Lord Stanhope, a good man of business, universally liked and 
respected, 

Of Lord Lamington there is little to say that has not been 
said already. An amiable, accomplished, and high-principled 
gentleman, his sole title to fame was that Lord Beaconsfield drew 
a ludicrous caricature of him in the cleverest of all his political 
novels. The character of Buckhurst in Coningsby, read with the 
“Recollections of the Dandies” in Blackwood, gives a fair 
notion of the career and qualities of the first Lord Lamington. 

The evergreen Duke of Rutland is now, I believe, the sole 
survivor of “Young England.” He is an honourable and excel- 
lent nobleman, and is endeared to hundreds of his countrymen, 
who never saw his face, by the lyrical extravagances of his 
early youth. A certain couplet on the value of the nobility 
is too well known to bear reproduction; but the same pen 
produced another couplet, which is, I think, much less cele- 
brated than it deserves to be. In a fine prophetic frenzy the 
young bard of Belvoir sees a good time coming for the poor 
and the oppressed— 

** Soon shall the lower orders once again 
Feel the kind pressure of the social chain." 
Surely this inspired couplet should be emblazoned in letters of 
gold on the badges and banners of the Primrose League. It is 
not often that a poet or a prophet is permitted io see so literal a 
realisation of his dreams. 

In Sir Louis Mallet, whose death, ascribed to influenza, took 
place on the 17th, at Bath, the country lost one of the most 
efficient and respected, if not one of the most brilliant, of its 
permanent Civil servants. He was the grandson of Mallet du Pau 
(one of the most thoughtful of the Frenchmen who have described 
for posterity the phenomena of the Revolution which they lived 
through), and both in his air and manner, which had a sort 
of formal and slightly precisian dignity, and in the character 
of his mind he preserved marks of his French origin. There 
was a marked strain of French doctrinaireism about him: a 
doctrinaireism very different from the less polished and less 
theoretic, more obtrusively positive though not more essentially 
dogmatic, doctrinaireism of England. Though his highest 
and latest post was that of Permanent Under-Secretary for 
India (he retired from it in 1883) his most important work 
was done at the Board of Trade, where he exercised, from 
1847 to 1872, a powerful influence on the policy and legislative 
proposals of successive Ministers. Next to Cobden, no one had 





so much to do with putting into shape the great commercial 
treaty with France of 1860. He was a strenuous advocate of 
Free Trade, which did not prevent him from becoming a zealous 
bi-metallist, and his writings on these and other economic topics 
were always distinguished by lucidity of statement and closeness 
of argument. 

In the life of a famous building, as in the life of a man, there 
are crises and turning-points which awaken memories and suggest 
instructive contrasts. The social philosopher need do no more 
than record the fact that Lansdowne House, that ark and citadel 
of exclusive Whiggery, has been bought by Mr. ( harles Wilson, 


_ shipbuilder, and M.P. for West Hull. 








TO PROFESSOR THERSITES. 


—-— 0 —- = 


‘*JUDGED by the consequences of his policy, and withou regard to his 
intentions, I still hold Mr, Gladstone to be the wickedest Englishman of 
our day and generation." — PROFESSOR TYNDALL, 


A DANIEL come to judgment? Nay, 

The most complacent party spaniel 

That hangs at Tory heels might pray 
Deliverance from such a Daniel. 

Or is there any “ Goody ” old, 
However riotous in rancour, 

Who deems a party faith will hold 
With prejudice for sole sheet-anchor? 


And yet you seem a sort of sage, 
Slow mellowing on to life’s October. 
You tell us this wild spurt of rage 
Was founded on reflection sober. 
Sober? Thersites in his cups 
Could hardly show more blindly spiteful ; 
Dyspepsia that rashly sups 
Courts nightmare visions scarce more frightful. 


How strange that science should delight 

In venomous denunciation ! 

“ Regions akin to Alpine heights” 

Should yield your soul more elevation. 
We're not so densely fogged as that 

Where London’s myriad flues are smoking. 
You cannot know what you'd be at ; 

You must, you really must, be joking. 


A militant Professor, “mad,” 
Or with the fury of the chase full, 
Stoops to indulge—'tis very sad— 
In language “ foolish and disgraceful.” 
A pundit in the tantrums so 
May very properly be pitied ; 
Even Gladstonians see it, though 
They may be, as you say, “ thick-witted.” 


Still, though you vented rhetoric hot 

In Belfast town, midst Orange hurry, 
After reflection, you should not 

Repeat it “on the moors of Surrey.” 
For if the Scientific Soul 

Is so incapable of cooling, 
Whom shall we look to, to control 

Our common nature’s furious fooling ? 


Darwin you know, probably Kant : 

Should learning’s reservoir find exit 
In sputterings of peevish rant 

Which cannot help the world, but vex it ? 
Calm counsel from the nobly wise 

The busy mob will take, and treasure ; 
Not railings loud and angry cries, 

Void both of modesty and measure. 
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Poised, party-pinnacles above, 
You pose as oracle pragmatic ; 
You deem the people’s honest love 
The foolish zeal of the fanatic. 
Pity that in an age like this 
One who should be our guide sedatest, 
Thersites-like, should think it bliss 
To vent his spleen against our greatest ! 








AN ORLEANIST VIEW OF THE DUC D’ORLEANS. 


cuneGifgpuinns 
Paris, February rgth. 

‘THE readers of THE SPEAKER would be very ill-informed as 

to the effect produced in France by the patriotic coup de téte 
of the Duc d’Orléans if they only listened to the interested 
opinion of the Republican Government and of its journals. They 
would not form a more correct idea of the case by the royalist 
manifestations which the condemnation of the Prince called forth. 
These somewhat puerile demonstrations have a tendency to 
diminish and disturb the favourable current of opinion on the 
side of the young prisoner by the introduction of party-spirit. 
This current of opinion is general; it extends to all classes of 
society, in the country as well as in Paris, especially amongst 
the general public, which is indifferent to the calculations and 
passions of politicians, but readily disposed to take interest in a 
generous chivalrous action in which politics have no place, and 
which has been prompted solely by patriotism. 

The Duc d’Orléans was only seventeen years old when he 
was put under the ban by the law of exile. At that time he had 
not performed any act as a Pretender ; and to-day he is no more 
a Pretender than he was three years ago. He has no rights to 
assert, nor has he a part to play, so long as the Comte de Paris 
is alive. As the Prince declared to the Court, he is “an obedient 
and respectful son,” and he keeps aloof of his own free will 
from politics, which are the business of his father and not his 
concern. 

But on attaining his majority he desired to affirm that the law 
of exile did not take from him his quality as a French citizen ; 
and he came to apply for his enrolment on the recruiting lists in 
order to serve with the conscripts of his age, on whom the 
military law imposes the obligation of remaining three years 
with the colours. To give this proof of attachment to the 
country from which politics banished him, the Prince had 
to expose himself to the risk of imprisonment. He knew 
this, but it did not make him hesitate. He informed none 
of the members of his family of his intentions, and he took 
none of his father’s friends into his confidence. The Duc only 
took one of his boyish friends with him when he started for 
Paris. During the few hours spent while in liberty the Duc 
d’Orléans went from the recruiting office to the mazrie, and from 
the mairie to the Ministry of War. Everywhere rejected, he 
wrote to the Minister of War :—“I have not been able to obtain 
any solution ; I come, therefore, to ask one from you. I do not 
wish by prolonging my stay in Paris to afford a pretext for mani- 
festations. I do not think that the Exile Law prohibits me from 
serving as a private soldier. This great honour I aspire to. I await 
a prompt reply from your equity and patriotism.” Here, in all their 
simplicity, are the facts for which the young Prince was arraigned 
before the Correctional Tribunal. Had there been anything 
else it would assuredly have been produced against him at 
the trial. 

The Government might have had the accused taken to the 
frontier. But it was thought preferable to imprison him, and thus 
a fine opportunity was lost to do a clever thing. 

In addition to this procedure of, to say the least, a vigorous 
character, everything was done to increase the public interest in 
this young man of twenty, brought before justice for wishing to be 
a soldier. He was cited to appear at the so-called audience of 





flagrant misdemeanours, which is usually reserved for vagrants 
picked up on the highway. The application of the law was 
brought to bear against him which does not permit the judge to 
take into consideration the gravity of the incriminated acts, nor 
the intention of the person committing them ; and which does 
not allow a mitigation of the penalty below the term of two years’ 
imprisonment. Is it surprising that the public applauded the 
voice of the Prince when he told the magistrates, “1 am sure that 
at the bottom of your hearts you would rather defend me than 
judge me?” 

“ He wants to be a soldier, this little prince! Do you know, 
that is very nice of him, and then they cannot say that he is afraid, 
and that he hides himself.” 

The other testimony is that of a glorious soldier, who saved 
the French army at Magenta, who was the first to put foot in the 
Tower of the Malakoff, and who fell wounded on the battle-field of 
Sedan. Recalling his feelings when a subaltern, at the spectacle 
of this juvenile ardour, the old Marshal exclaimed : “It would be 
a pleasure to get one’s head broken for this lad.” 

Contrast with the state of feeling of the public, the attitude 
of the deputies, and of the majority of the Republican papers. 
The former have insisted on the Government adopting vigorous 
measures, and have threatened the Ministry with an interpella- 
tion, and defection of the majority, in case the President of 
the Republic were to make use of his right of pardon. 

The latter (é.e. the Republican journals) have insulted the 
Prince. I am sure that if Gambetta had been still alive he 
would not have taken up the case in this way. He had enough 
good sense and natural generosity to comprehend that in govern- 
ment it is necessary to be magnanimous, and that a party 
is honoured which respects its opponents. Could Gambetta 
return to the world he would not be proud of his pupils. 

For my part, what has surprised me is the decision taken by 
the Duc d’Orléans and the moderation he has shown in all 
his acts in the midst of difficult circumstances. I have known 
him for a long time, and seen him grow up. When the 
Prince entered at Sandhurst he was scarcely more than a 
boy. Since then he obtained the authorisation to attend 
the manceuvres and perform duty with the British army in India 
fora year. It was a good school for him, and he passed through 
it like a man. The Dtc already was endowed with the courage 
which is one of the characteristics of his race, together with a 
very keen sense of honour. 

Whatever may be the issue of the adventure in which the 
Prince is engaged, it is certain that, as his counsel M. Rousse 
expressed it—“ It honours his youth, and will honour his whole 
life.” It is now ten days since the Government has kept under lock 
and key this young Prince, whom nobody, not blinded by party 
spirit, regards as a justly condemned criminal. What renders his 
detention more abhorrent is thecomparison that presents itself quite 
naturally between the prisoner and many persons who are in the en- 
joymentoftheir liberty. The principal actors wheplayeda partin our 
civil wars arealive. Not only has the amnesty opened the doors of 
France to them, but the caprice of universal suffrage or the weakness 
of the Government has allowed them access to public functions. 
Men who shot the hostages, and who set fire to Paris in cold 
blood, sit in our deliberative assemblies. There are a dozen such 
in the Municipal Council. They feel no embarrassment in 
speaking of their deeds of arms; and from their place at 
the tribune they have frequently declared their readiness 
to attempt once more the work of the social revolution. 
Two organisers of the Commune are to-day installed at a 
Prefecture and in an Embassy. All these folks move about at 
their ease, while the Duc d’Orléans is in prison. 

He is in prison for having desired to be a soldier, whilst 
amongst those who urged on the Government in this direction 
there are more than one who managed to escape from military 
service. The public draws its own conclusions. It is not the 
inmate of the Conciergerie who loses by the comparison. 

FERDINAND DUVAL. 
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SOUTH AFRICAN IMPRESSIONS. 


—_~-—— ‘ 
CAPE Town, December 31. 
"T’HE first view of Table Mountain, standing gigantic in the 
clear atmosphere of sunrise, and draped inits historic “ table- 
cloth” of cloud, is a stock “property” for all travellers who use 
pen and ink, from Mr. Froude down to the compilers of shilling 
handbooks to the whole of South Africa. Mr. Froude, I believe, 
declares the position of Cape Town to be the finest in the 
world, which seems a hard saying to those who have visited 
Quebec or Palermo, to name but two possible rivals of the Cape capi- 
tal. Perhaps, however, the first sight of land (welcome after fifteen 
days of the Atlantic, even if passed upon so steady a ship as the 
Grantully Castle, under the care of the most courteous and plea- 
sant of captains), might have helped to colour the opinion of such 
an experienced traveller as the author of“ Oceana” himself. Be that 
as itmay, Cape Town nestles in grace, dignity,and comfort, below 
its protecting mountain, and a fairer site no city need desire. But 
we are here at the wrong time of the year, and are much in the 
position of the intelligent foreigner who, visiting London from 
Saturday till Monday in the second week of September, declares 
that England is a dreary country indeed. Cape Town is abso- 
lutely deserted in December. Early in the month its inhabitants 
were aroused to temporary excitement by the arrival from 
Melbourne of their distinguished Governor, and flocked in from 
their villas to welcome him. But this spasm having passed the 
capital remains dormant, in a state of zstivation—if there be 
such a word. Business men rush in for the day, and are 
visible for half an hour at the club luncheon; ministers 
and their subordinates pass to and fro for the transaction 
of necessary business; but, with these exceptions, summer 
at Cape Town is a dead season. One companion we have with 
us always, throughout our brief stay—the familiar south-easter. 
Of all local winds, this is one of the best known, and one of the 
most annoying. The command it obtains over the dust is some- 
thing extraordinary ; it pretends to lull fora moment, and then, 
when you have raised your head, believing that all is well, it 
launches large pieces of gravel at you with redoubled vigour. It 
is not a cold wind, like Kingsley’s favourite blast, nor is it a hot 
wind, like the AZ*amseen, laden with its fine Egyptian dust; one 
is almost disposed to wish it were either hot or cold. One merit 
it has, however, which should be named in common fairness. It 
is an extremely healthy wind, good for man and beast, in spite of 
its origin. 

The best of the capital at mid-summer is to be found outside 
it, if the expression may be pardoned. The long straight roads 
of Rondebosch are shaded with great oak avenues, planted long 
ago by careful Dutchmen, not unmindful, surely, of the formal 
groves of their northern home. Farther afield, Wynberg offers 
retreats not less pleasant. Villas, some of them low-roofed bun- 
galows, others more pretentious, peer out from among flowering 
shrubs and gorgeous creepers. Their gardens are glowing with 
the combined wealth of Northern and Southern vegetation. One 
scene in particular we shall never forget. Under a wide arch of 
Turner’s stone pines, there lurks a little ravine, widening out to- 
wards a lily-covered pond. The whole dell isonemassof hydrangeas, 
save for a narrow path down the middle, and they encircle 
the pond like a cloud of misty blue. For they are now at 
the loveliest of their changing colours—“ just like ‘A Pair of Blue 
Eyes,” as a romantic person observed ; and, certainly, with all 
respect to Lord Tennyson, the parallel was a closer one than his 
well-known simile concerning our English violet. Never before 
had we seen so attractive an example of natural vegetation 
restrained and beautified by the art of the landscape gardener. 

It will not do to say good-bye to Cape Town itself without 
some allusion to its chief architectural pride, the Houses of 
Assembly. It may be doubted whether any ¢olony can boast 
their like, either for beauty or convenience ; and, so far as the 
latter is concerned, Westminster might stoop to take a few 
lessons. It is pleasant to note the old constitutional touches 
—the benches, red in the Upper, green in the Lower House, 
the Serjeant-at-Arms in court dress, the Speaker's wig, the 
mace on the table. The reporters have a better chance of 
hearing than with us, and ladies are not encaged. The outside 
arrangements are very complete, and include two billiard rooms, 
much thronged, said our distinguished guide, when discussions 





are proceeding in committee. It was impossible not to reflect 
how welcome such relaxation would be to exhausted legislators 
at home, during the thinly attended discussion of such apparently 
trivial subjects as the Service Estimates or the Indian Budget. 
Here at Cape Town Ministers have the privilege of speaking 
both in the Legislative Council and in the Assembly, but it is one 
which they do not seem to appreciate. Has not one of our eminent 
Parliamentary reformers suggested that such an arrangement 
might work well at home? If it be found inconvenient, as it is, 
in Houses of short debates and short distances, how would it 
answer to oblige Lord Salisbury or Mr. Balfour to dodge back- 
wards and forwards from Lords to Commons, after the manner of 
distinguished Q.C.’s rushing breathless from one Private Bill 
Committee to another? 

We leave Cape Town on New Year’s eve, and journey luxur- 
iously to Kimberley, through the wastes of the Great Karoo, 
taking with us the memory of much dust, and of a great deal of 
hospitality and kindness. 








LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 


“CHURCHMEN IN COUNCIL”—A WARNING. 

S1R,—The proposal made at the recent Congress of Church- 
men, on which you commented last week, that “all changes in 
the Book of Common Prayer initiated by Convocation, and 
approved by the Queen in Council, shall lie on the table of both 
Houses of Parliament for forty days, and if no address be 
presented to the Crown by either House, shall 7fso facto become 
law,” ignores an important factor in the problem—the chance of 
its acceptance by Parliament. 

The suggested safeguard is, as every “old Parliamentary 
hand” knows, little better than a farce. Let it be understood at 
once that the proposed change would mean the transfer of 
the control over the Ritual of a State Church, from the State to 
the Church itself. Such a change would not be a reform; it 
would be a revolution. 

Is it likely that, in the present temper of the country and 
of Parliament on Church questions, the House of Commons 
would tamely consent to so startling an innovation? All I can 
say is that I do not envy the member in charge of the measure.— 
I am, Sir, your obedient servant, A LIBERAL M.P. 

House of Commons, February 17th, 1890. 











A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


Tue Speaker Orrice, 
Friday, Feb. 21, 1890. 
HIS week I have been reading, ster alia, Mr. Frederick 
Wedmore’s “Life of Balzac” (London: Walter Scott). 
The writer is assuredly a provincial—/homme qui na ni la 
mesure ni [a-propos—and trumpets his weakness before starting. 
“How many people,” he asks, “shall I displease—how many 
content—if I set forth by declaring that among the writers whose 
successes in literature this century allows, five alone must be counted 
for ever influential— Goethe, Wordsworth, Balzac, Dickens, 
Browning?” Unless by an acknowledgment that he had never 
read Balzac, Mr. Wedmore could scarcely have damned his 
qualifications more heartily than by this odster dictum wilfully set 
down and abandoned without support. Yet the book has an 
interest due not to Balzac only, nor to the quite amazing neglect 
of him in this country, but also’to certain suggestive remarks by 
Mr. Wedmore. 





It is, I conceive, a blessed thing that we begin to allow the 
present supremacy of France and Russia in fiction, for the 
admission is a necessary step towards winning back that 
supremacy for England. The second step is to find its causes, to 
learn (for instance) why Flaubert, the brothers de Goncourt, Zola, 
and others, have advanced so far beyond Balzac, while our 
English novelists have even fallen back from the frontiers 
reached by Thackeray. It is not all a question of the Divine gift, 
MM. Zola and Co. are surely no bigger men than Balzac ; they may 
not write better novels; but they seem on their way to better. 
They are invading, at least. 
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Many reasons, subtle-and plausible, are given for our decline. 
First, -of course, there is. Mr. W. H.-Smith. It is told of this 
gentleman that once on hearing the lines quoted— 





— _—- 


‘Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust,” 
he remarked, “I had always understood that chimney-sweepers 
came to sweep.” And the anecdote is luminous though untrue. 
That Mr. Smith directs the bookstalls and the pensions to 
authors may conceivably be England’s gain, but is wholly a curse 
upon her literature. 


Yet (to dismiss Mr. Smith and other grievances for the 
moment) I fancy the Frenchmen have possessed in themselves, 
since Thackeray died, one immense advantage over us—‘¢hey 
take more pains. Now it is very likely that Mr. William Black 
travels over every inch of country he intends to depict, and is on 
intimate terms with many characters that walk in his stories. In 
his recent novel, “ The New Prince Fortunatus,” I find a game 
of “ poker” narrated in a manner that makes me sure Mr. Black 
can play “ poker” himself, and play admirably. In like manner 
who can doubt that Mr. Hardy has studied the Wessex peasant, 
as a class, till his knowledge of the class becomes an instinct in 
creation? These two dissimilar writers are alike on one point— 
each is a conspicuously conscientious artist, yet each has failed 
always of that infinitude of care that led a Balzac, a Thackeray, a 
Tourguéneff, to steep himself in the men and women he invented, 
inhabiting their world, living their lives even in the pettiest details, 
dispensing, as it were, his own heart’s blood to give them life. 


Balzac, for instance, took nearly as much interest in the money 
transactions of his imaginary men and women as in their persons 
—indeed, he would invest their money with more care than that 
with which he invested his own. “Into the ways of scraping 
together wealth by industry or usury,” says Mr. Wedmore, “he 
had a lifelong insight. He could imagine, too, and he could de- 
scribe the methods by which it came to men at a bound.” And 
this was the man who, when drifting into luxury beyond his 
wealth, excused himself by saying, “ // faut gue [artiste méne une 
vie splendide /”—meaning that because he wrote of a world of 
luxury he must live in it ; though, indeed, the defence reminds 
us of Sam Weller’s remark to the debtor who was ruined by 
having a fortune left him. Similarly we know how wonderfully 
Thackeray would follow out the family history of his characters ; 
and we have lately heard from Mr. Henry James how Tour- 
guéneff would carefully write out the previous history of each of 
his men and women before beginning a novel. 





Such authors, knowing their creatures by heart, can introduce 
them again and again in different stories, now as protagonists, 
now as minor “parts,” now as “supers ;” and always with a gain to 
the life of a tale. Can any Englishman to-day use a character as 
Thackeray used Beatrix or Pendennis? But turn to France and 
you encounter M. Zola, and the stupendous care bestowed by 
him on the Rougon-Macquarts. Dumas and Trollope, again, 
so thoroughly identified themselves with D’Artagnan and Mrs. 
Proudie that to recall them to life seemed as easy as to breathe ; 
but does Mr. Black know his creatures well enough, or does Mr. 
Hardy? The latter understands his peasants to their toe-tips, as 
a class ; but I am speaking of individuals. 


One is not so sure, though, about Mr. Hardy’s heroines, 
They are such bewildering young damsels, and so charming too, 
that one hopes their author understands them, and for the 
same reasons that lead men to ejaculate, “God knows!” amid 
perplexing events. And one hopes the more heartily because it 
is precisely with the young damsel that the Frenchmen fail. 
Perhaps (“ O word of fear, unpleasing to a married ear!”) they 
don’t care for her. The jeune fille in France is without character- 
istics, for the most part; so they deal with the femme de trente 





ans, and leave our Clara Middletons and Bathsheba Everdenes 
in possession of the field. “To depict many virgins,” said Balzac, 
“what is wanted is—Raphael.” But in England, under the eye of 
Mr. W. H. Smith, we do better. 


Yet we do so, perhaps, rather in spite of Mr. Smith, struggling 
within the narrow limits he imposes. For, unfortunately, there is 
no doubt we write for young women, while the French write for 
men, or for themselves : and,as Jules de Goncourt writes, “ 7omme 
demande quelguefois a un livre la vérité; la femme lui demande 
toujours ses illusions.” So we feed those illusions: we blink at 
sex ; and our women-writers, regarding art as a genteel means of 
earning a livelihood, are careful to call themselves “lady- 
novelists.” Worse than this, if one sign her name “ Laura Jones” 
on a title-page, our reviewers clamour loudly to know if she be 
Miss or Mrs. Art, if you please, that should be sexless, has now 
to produce her marriage-lines. 


Of course there are two sides to the question. The young in 
France are kept, as far as possible, out of the reach of modern 
French works ; our young in England are largely educated on 
modern English works, or at least have free access to them. 
Which is better—to keep our boys and girls innocent, or to foster 
literature? For that is the crux. And Mr. R. L. Stevenson has, 
with the malice of a Puck, written “Treasure Island,” and 
“ Kidnapped,” two delightful books with scarce the hint of a 
petticoat in either, and thereby made the British public more 
furious than ever with those writers to whom sex is a matter of 
interest. 


What chiefly strikes one in reviewing modern novels week 
by week is this—that the bitterest opponent of the extension 
of woman’s knowledge and power is woman. All improvement 
seems to be imposed on her from without. We do not expect 
gratitude from her. But men, at least, might show some, and 
therefore it is peculiarly irritating in Mr. Wedmore to call Ibsen 
“an earnest gospeller, sallying forth from Bergen with his mission 
of a province and a day.” He has preached a gospel to women, 
it is true; but he teaches exactly because he comprehends, and 
in proportion as he tomprehends. I have just been reading his 
“Lady from the Sea,” as rendered by Eleanor Marx-Aveling 
(London: T. Fisher Unwin), and it seems—but the new trans- 
lation of Ibsen will be out in a few days, and will require a 
chapter to itself. d, 





As an example of Mrs. Oliphant’s versatility it may be mentioned 
that she once proposed to the editor of Blackwood’s Magazine that she 
should write the whole of one number, 7.¢e., the serial story upon which 
she was then engaged, and five articles on different topics. 


Mr. Edmund Gosse is writing a biography of his father, Philip Henry 
Gosse, the naturalist. As the published works of Gosse fére amount to 
nearly fifty volumes, the task can be no light one. 


There is to be a new departure on the part of the bookselling trade on 
the 8th of March, when, at the invitation of the Booksellers’ Provident 
Institution, a dinner will take place at the Holborn Restaurant. The 
main object aimed at is that of promoting good-fellowship among book- 
sellers ; but as Mr. C. J. Longman will be in the chair, and Mr. John 
Murray, Mr. Frederick Macmillan, and other publishers, will be present, 
the good-fellowship will probably extend to them, and, indeed, even to the 
authors, who will be represented by Mr. Andrew Lang and Mr. Rider 
Haggard. 


M. Francois Coppée, poet, novelist, and most successful relater of 
the short story, is about to publish a psychological romance entitled 
** Toute une Jeunesse.” The story is practically an autobiography of M. 
Coppée, whose hero, Amédée Violette, is a young man of high and 
poetical enthusiasm, thrown amid the grim actualities of our day. 
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REVIEWS. 
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GREATER BRITAIN. 


PROBLEMS OF GREATER BRITAIN. By the Right Hon. Sir Charles Went- 
worth Dilke. Two vols. London: Macmillan & Co. 1890. 


SECOND NOTICR. 


N the earlier part of Sir Charles Dilke’s second volume the 
author completes his survey of the Empire by chapters on 
India and the Crown Colonies, chapters which, though severed by 
physical exigencies from the first volume, belong by their sub- 
stance to the first part of the work, and would, with the first 
volume, have formed a complete and valuable book even if nothing 
more had been added. This survey ended, Sir Charles Dilke 
enters upon a somewhat detailed examination of the present 
tendencies of society in the Colonies in relation to the Pro- 
tection of Native Industries, Labour, Education, Colonial De- 
mocracy, Religion, and the Liquor Laws. This is followed by 
a short discussion on the future relations between the mother 
country and the remainder of the Empire ; and a chapter on 
Imperial Defence, which is necessarily of a technical character, 
brings the work to a close. 

The time is past when the problems of India could be treated 
without reference to the great military Power which threatens it 
from the north-west. There are, indeed, some who hold that our 
difficulties with Russia might be once and for all settled by a 
surrender of the Bosphorus, accompanied by a partition of 
Afghanistan which should give Herat to the Czar and make 
the Hindu Kush the dividing line between the two Empires. 
In a brief but, as it seems to us, conclusive argument, Sir Charles 
Dilke urges that such a course of action would permanently 
settle nothing, while it would permanently endanger everything. 
Granting the sincerity of any individual ruler of Russia in his 
pledges of peace, there is no one outside fortunate England who 
imagines that the friendliest neighbour of to-day may not become 
the deadliest enemy of to-morrow. Russia and Germany were 
never more active in the construction of frontier defences against 
one another than when the League of the Three Emperors was 
in its palmiest days. The experiment made by Joseph II. in 
dismantling the barrier of the Netherlands, in dependence upon 
a French alliance of forty years’ standing, cost his successors 
dear, and has not been imitated even by the most sanguine of 
humanitarian kings. With Russia where it now is, our military 
establishment in India, though weak, may not be altogether 
inadequate for purposes of defence ; with Russia at Herat and 
Balkh, we should, in Sir Charles Dilke’s opinion, require an 
additional expenditure of seven or eight millions a year to secure 
India against the greatly increased force that the invader might 
throw upon it from those bases. It is the belief of the present 
ruler of Afghanistan that England stands pledged to defend him 
by war with Russia in every part of the world in the event of 
Russia passing the frontier lately drawn by the Joint Commission ; 
and that England would do ill to evade this responsibility is 
evidently the opinion of Sir Charles Dilke himself. Nevertheless, 
he considers it possible that a Parliamentary combination or 
a tide of public opinion might force our Government to remain 
inactive while Russia seized Herat, so that in inquiring into the 
conditions of Indian defence it will not do to assume that the 
invader will necessarily start from his present remoter base. 
Even without an increase in military expenditure, much might 
be effected, as Sir Charles Dilke considers, by the abolition 
of the Presidency system, and the substitution of regiments 
drawn from the warlike races of the north-west for the 
useless infantry of Madras and Bombay. The armies of 
the native princes, now mney large, might be put down 
or reduced, and these princes might be required to contribute 
more than they at present do towards the expenses of the 
common defence. In the matter of internal administration 
our position as against Russia would be strengthened, not 
weakened, by the freer admission of natives to offices of 
government, and by the development of the local representative 
system, which is now almost confined to municipalities, in 
country districts. To offer to India anything like the Parlia- 
mentary institutions which have been a natural growth 
among ourselves, would be to ignore the differences between East 
and West ; but while military and fiscal affairs must necessarily 
remain in the hands of the central Government, it is no extrava- 
gant thing to demand that in provincial administration the natives 





shall guiey be allowed to fill a more important part. The ability 
of the native Ministers in many of the protected States is admitted 
on all hands. Men of equal capacity must exist in the territory 
under British rule, and to these a career in public life should be 
opened in their own districts. The national Aauteur, which makes 
the Englishman in India a sort of Noah among the beasts of the 
ark, is not an unmixed advantage. Rightly or wrongly, it is be- 
lieved not only in Afghanistan but in India that the Russians 
allow more of independence, more of equality, to those whom they 
have subdued ; and the fame of the Turcoman Ali Khan, who, as 
the Russian Colonel Alikhanoff, played so conspicuous a part at 
Penjdeh, is already great among a people not likely to be allowed 
to emulate his achievements. It may be agreeable to ourselves 
to explain our lordly demeanour in the East by our natural 
superiority over Russians and all other rivals alike ; it would be 
more agreeable to other people, and better for our own rule, if we 
showed less consciousness of this. 

The portion of Sir Charles Dilke’s work which deals with the 
social and political problems now in process of solution in the 
Colonies, as it were for our own example, will be a storehouse of 
information for those who prefer experiment and precedent to 
mere reasoning from probabilities. With what feelings Lord 
Bramwell and his companions of the Property and Liberty 
Defence League will read that, although graduated and pro- 
gressive taxation is common in the Colonies, there is not the 
slightest sense of insecurity nor the least diminution in man’s 
saving propensities, we will not venture to conjecture. For a 
century oy economists of the abstract kind have been telling us 
that if the rich were made to pay to the State proportionately 
more than the poor, no man would have the heart to accumulate 
a fortune. Our spiritual pastors and masters have warned us that 
religion will finally and definitively quit the earth if not taught in 
rate-aided schools; great teachers, little teachers, have assured 
us that Free Education is either an impossibility or an infallible 
specific for the extinction of the sense of parental obligation. If 
one asked how these @ griori propositions were known, the 
answer was that they were self-evident, or based on elementary 
laws of human nature. Like the late Sir Henry Maine, who wrote 
his book upon popular government apparently in forgetfulness 
that there existed such things as the Brtsh Colonics, cur 
economic and political doc/rinaires have never taken the trouble 
to test their premises by the body of experience growing up on the 
other side of the Atlantic or the Pacific Ocean. There have 
indeed been sceptical persons who have now and again suggested 
that these @ friord philosophers of the Laissez Faire and other 
schools were really not much better than the schoolmen of the 
Middle Ages, who reasoned admirably about angels and essences 
if only you granted their premises. Sir Charles Dilke’s book 
produces an uncomfortable impression that the sceptics were not 
altogether wrong. The book is indeed fruitful in surprises. It shows 
us that with an eight-hours labour-day, and with wages double those 
that are paid in England, articles can be produced in Victoria at 
a cost only twenty per cent. above the cost of production in 
England ; it shows us, by the side of a system of purely secular 
education, an energy of religious life among all denominations 
surpassing what is known to us at home; and finally, it presents 
us with the picture of a society in which, while the State has 
assumed almost every function with which the milder school of 
State Socialists among ourselves desire to see it invested, Revolu- 
tionary Socialism, or hostility to private property as such, finds 
far less support than among the working classes of our own 
country, in which the State has so scrupulously refrained from 
interference with the rights of capital, and has bowed so low 
before the divinely ordered competition of man against man. 





MR. MONTAGU WILLIAMS. 


LEAVES OF A LIFE: BEING THE REMINISCENCES OF MONTAGU WILLIAMS, 
Q.C. Two vols. London: Macmillan & Co. 18g. 


HERE is an agreeable and amusing book, dashed off by a 
biographical raconteur who skims the superficies of things ; 
carrying us a little deeper only in the legal aspects of some social 
questions, but leaving the surface of contemporary politics, so- 
ciety, and literature unbroken. 

In lively but worldly fashion we go to Eton, with its buried 
Montem, its “ Salt ! your majesty, salt!” its gin-twirley, and its 
jumping through paper fires in Long-Chamber. Then we follow 
youthful energy, still in its teens, to the post of classical master 
in a grammar-school, whence we are soon rapt into “the 
feet” in the days of pre-Crimean dawdling and _ horse-play. 
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While here, we have one rough-and-tumble with a money-lending 
shark (whom we, years afterwards, prosecute, convict, and 
imprison for heartless crime), and another with the police (to 
whom we also afford a place in our memory). 

But the stage—first the amateur, and then the starring 
amateur, and then the professional—had early fascinated another 
side of Mr. Montagu Williams’s energetic character ; and private 
theatricals in garrison towns in those piping army days led very 
rapidly to “sending in my papers,” laying down the arms, and 
taking up the sock and buskin in earnest. That again, with 
great rapidity, led to marriage, which was, again without much 
loss of time, and “as the result of a long conversation with my 
father-in-law ”—the delightful and sensible old Robert Keeley—the 
means of at last putting the steam on to the right line of rails, 
when Mr. Williams entered himself at an Inn of Court. 

With a great-grandfather a Chancery barrister, a grandfather 
in a large firm of solicitors, a father a successful counsel, and 
Montagu Chambers, Q.C., for a godfather, success at the Bar was 
doubtless marked out for Mr. Williams. He says he studied hard 
from morning to night, and when tired went “ quite natural like” 
to recreate his mind at the Old Bailey or the Middlesex Sessions, 
where, a few years later, he “did more business than anybody 
else.” Large practice at the police-courts also came to him ; 
then he was “ often taken special” to the Surrey Sessions and to 
country assizes, until he could safely say that he had “ defended 
more prisoners than any other living man.” Then came that very 
delicate occupation of a criminal lawyer known as “ licensing busi- 
ness ;” then election petitions; and finally the change from 
defence to prosecution, as a counsel to the Treasury. There 
might have been no limit to Mr. Williams’s fortune had his voice 
not sadly gone from him in 1886; but even there again luck did 
not abandon pluck, for he remains one of the few instances of 
Professor Hahn’s successful throat operations, and embraced the 
retirement of a police magistracy with a Q.C. 

After all this life-experience, of its particular kind, Mr. 
Williams’s suggestions as to the few social subjects which he has 
made a special study, call for careful consideration. Among these 
are the cheap bed-houses of the East End ; and it will surprise 
many, even after all the recent attention given to Whitechapel 
subjects, to know that equally bad “doss ”-houses exist in Notting 
Hill and near Drury Lane. His remarks about the present night 
condition of the West End, too, must be considered with those 
(Mr. Williams has a good memory) about police-inspectors 
“ retiring upon a very snug competence,” and the deterioration of 
the force since the detective branch fell to pieces, on the detection 
of its own corruption in 1877. On the hole-and-corner, lavishly 
financed “licensing business” of London, Mr. Williams’s views 
are entitled to weight. Sir John Holker once got 300 guineas for 
fifteen minutes’ talk in one notorious case; and “even now 
matters, in my humble judgment, call aloud for reform. 


‘I believe one-half of the crime of Greenwich, Deptford, Whitechapel, 
and Shoreditch, where the heritage of the people is pestilential dens, hovels, 
slums, and darkness, is largely due to the reckless manner in which licences 
have been showered about, like pepper from a pepper-box, by the licensing 
authorities . . . The question is, who is to move in the matter? Politicians 
on both sides of the House are apparently afraid to do so. The truth is that 
the licensed victuallers are so powerful a body that neither political party 
dares to offend them” (i. 266). 


Every level-headed juryman of any standing has plenty of 
queer tales of the jury-room, and Mr. Williams’s Bristol butcher, 
who was pummelled into agreeing with the other eleven at 4a.m., 
is amusing enough. So is his thirteenth juryman, the Jew 
widower, with the sandwiches and the flask, who starves the 
remainder into his views. And Mr. Williams evidently shares 
to the full the general lawyer’s contempt for that getting of 
twelve men into a box which grave legists have declared to be 
the holy British Constitution in its quintessence. But the judges, 
who generally manage to “control the verdicts,” are also humanly 
fallible, as Mr. Williams funnily shows us in many cases; and 
not only are they that, but at times stubbornly and unjustly so, 
as one horrible tale (i. 129) proves. Another, a recorder, is 
“rather a convicting judge,” but then his juries are “peculiar 
ones, including frequently one or two receivers of stolen goods.” 

Certainly there must be gross and crying abuse in the working 
of the jury system when, at the Old Bailey, the same counsel can 
address two or three times a day the very same particular set of 
twelve men, in the same box, from ten in the morning to five or 
six in the evening for six days running ; and when a juryman can 
say, as Mr. Williams heard him say, “I’m on that infernal jury 
at the Middlesex Sessions the whole week. But I’ve had my 
revenge—l’ve not let off a single chap yet!” If to these open 





secrets of the prison-house about juries and judges, we add on a 
few about the leading counsel, as depicted by Mr. Williams, the 
only wonder left is that anything but injustice is ever done :— 


‘No one who is not in the swim can have any conception of the amount 
of work and worry that devolves upon a counsel in leading practice at the 
criminal bar. . . . Several courts sit simultaneously, and possibly he has a 
case going on in each of them at the same time. He has to do the best he 
can, with the assistance of juniors and ‘devils.’ In one court, perhaps, he 
will open the case; in the next, cross-examine the principal witness; in the 
third, make the speech for the‘defence ; and all this while he has to keep in 
touch with the various cases, and from time to time make himself acquainted 
with the course they are taking” (i. 296) 


We must not spoil any of Mr. Montagu Williams’s endless 
laughable stories, though here and there one looks very like an 
old Joe with a new face. Such are that of pleading guilty (ii. 
212), and of a certain hot climate (i. 320), which was better told in 
Serjeant Ballantine’s similar book. Of course, there is a good deal 
that is personal, but the story-teller is kindly enough, and gener- 
ally (not always) “ picks the buds off the birch,” like the Eton 
og ey at a friend’s swishing. Baron Huddleston’s rule, when 

e had “no case,” to “jump in and splash about,” is a decided 
improvement upon the old-fashioned abuse of the plaintiff's 
attorney ; and the new killing of Cock Robin is unexpected, 
pleasing, and strange. The story of “ both, —— ’em,” videdicet a 
Lord Chancellor and his son, is well fathered ; and the strong 
common-sense of a leading Q.C. in getting Poole to measure him 
sitting down, because he spent three parts of his life so, is worthy 
of all praise and imitation. 

Sull, after all, we doubt very much whether it be fair, or right, 
or even prudent—it certainly is not “ good form ”—to publish to 
a world of Gallios a lot of irreverent bar-mess and circuit “ good 
stories,” worked upabout living Lord Chancellors, Lord Justices, and 
other present occupants of the judicial bench. We wonder, too, 
whether the subjects of the stories really enjoy that sort of thing 
from one who is on a benchalso. There is one judge in particu- 
lar who is twice singled out for abusive stories ; and there is also 
a hateful sort of anecdote—the gravamen of which the narrator 
does not perhaps perceive (i. 130)—of a counsel who has since 
become a judge, which one would sincerely hope was not true. 

The copious “secret memoirs” of celebrated crimes and 
criminals make most entertaining “ while-away reading,” as they 
say up North ; but here, too, one is inclined to ask oneself what 
is now the precise vanishing point, or date, of professional con- 
fidence and its inviolability. The fact of it is, perhaps, that the 
age of fifty-four is much too youthful for printing reminiscences. 
In the “literature” of the Lefroy case, the chamber of horrors 
has clearly been broken into, and the Rachel case (of 1868) is 
curiously not carried on to its last stage of 1878. There isa 
age little brush with the dog-stealers, and surely Mr. Williams 

as for ten years enjoyed the gratitude of all dog-lovers for the 
admirable ingenuity with which he invented the major offence of 
stealing the collar. 

The five-score and odd worn-out Latin tags, which (counting 
duplicates) are “ peppered ” (like his licences) over the volumes, 
are a mistake ; and it might be added that no one is now born an 
Assyrian or becomes an A ffendi ; that Belgium is not an adjective ; 
that Sir Richard “Gath” (twice over) was not the name of the 
Indian Chief-Justice, nor “Tyrwhyt” (twice over also) that of 
the police-magistrate. 

Mr. Montagu Williams here and there laments that he brings 
us into contact with “ the black side of human nature,” but this is 
much too strong a view of the amusing contents of his “ Leaves.” 
We should not even use that once current phrase “ the night side 
of nature,” but only, as it were, the evening side ; and he certainly 
is by no manner of means the “ m/serad/e Sinner” that his Eton 
tutor dubbed him. 


AMONG CANNIBALS. 
AMONG CANNIBALS. By Karl Lumholtz, M.A. London: J. Murray. 1889. 


THE object of Dr. Lumholtz’s wanderings in Queensland was to 
make collections for the Norwegian Zoological Museums, and 
to inquire into the customs and anthropology of the natives. 
For these purposes he lived alone with the blacks (there is no 
chance of their “agitating” about being called blacks) on the 
Herbert River in North Queensland. In his zoological hunts he 
was successful, and discovered four new mammals, including the 
tree-kangaroo, a very agreeable beast, and three opossums. His 
recordof his adventures is capital reading—modest, manly, straight- 
forward. He endured great privations—“men say he ate strange 
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meat,” larvz and so forth, but he did not take part in a cannibal 
entertainment, nor even see any cannibalism. To our mind, the 
weak part of an excellent, clear, and not too big book, is precisely 
the anthropology. Dr. Lumholtz lived with blacks who had 
scarce any knowledge of European ways, and who thought 
his revolver was his rifles baby. But either his blacks 
were inordinately stupid specimens, or he did not quite 
become intimate with them. His volume shows throughout but 
little knowledge of what has already been written about that most 
archaic people, the natives of Australia. To be sure, he was 
living among a comparatively obscure and insignificant set of 
tribes, and it is possible that the blacks of Victoria and elsewhere 
were superior to his companions. And yet we cannot regard his 
discoveries as final or satisfactory, partly because we doubt if he 
knew how to get much information out of his friends. 

Skipping unessential though interesting matter, we note Dr. 
Lumholtz’s acquisition of a fine flint knife, sheath and all. The 
knives are made by lighting a fire on a flint rock, and then 
pouring water on it. The flakes are sharp and handy. For our 
part, we have always wondered at the restless zsthetic quality in 
man, which introduced Neolithic, or smooth-ground and ele- 
gantly chipped weapons. You can “tool,” like De Quincey’s Cain, 
just as well with any common flint which has an edge,and adequate 
arrow-heads can be made of simple unchipped flakes. Yet there 
was an uneasy desire for finish and fine work in mankind, which 
expressed itself in the Neolithic revolution. The Australians, as 
a rule, seem to be rather palzolithic still, and, as they do not 
use the bow, do not fidget over pretty arrow-heads. Their 
boomerangs and shields, however, are more or less decorated. 
In the north of Queensland they are hardly yet in the Stone Age. 
Their spears are of hard pointed wood, not barbed with flint or 
quartz. 

As to their religion perhaps Dr. Lumholtz learned little. In 
one place he says “they do not believe in any existence after 
death” (p. tor). On page 277 he attributes some of their 
burial rites “to their fear of the spirits of the departed.” So 
they do believe in existence after death, as indeed is certain 
from hundreds of authentic reports. Buckley, the escaped 
convict, robbed a grave of a spear, and when he fell in with 
the dead man’s tribe, they recognised the spear, and in Buckley 
their old friend who had “ jumped up white man.” 

“The natives have this peculiarity,. . . that theynever utter the 
names of the dead, lest their spirits should hear the voices of the 
living and thus discover their whereabouts” (p. 279). Once more, 
then, why deny (p. ror) that they believe in an existence after 
death? There are even examples of food being brought to the 
graves of the dead, as by St. Augustine’s mother in the African 
Church (p. 282). These contradictory allegations by travellers 
allow Mr. Max Miiller to attack the value of anthropological 
evidence. Mr. Fison’s “ Kamilarvi and Kurnai,” with Buckley’s 
book, that of Taplin, Brough Smyth’s collection, Dawson’s, and a 
dozen other well-known volumes, enable us to correct Dr. 
Lumholtz. If Dr. Lumholtz is wrong here, he at least saw and 
described a Borboby, or native tournament, and he collected 
reports on the cruel Miku operation, apparently practised to 
restrict population (p. 47). Such unusual forethought was hardly 
to be expected from the blacks. Dr. Lumholtz shows unexpected 
if natural ignorance in discussing the well-known turn-dun, 
or bull-roarer (jéu80s), common to Australian, Greek, Zuii, 
Maori, South and West African, and other mysteries. An 
Englishman made some of these toys one day and gave them to 
black children to play with. As soon as the noise arose, the 
women covered their heads, the men bolted into the bush, and 
the toys were taken away. In older times the boys (women?) 
would have been killed for seeing these mystic things. All this 
Dr. Lumholtz tells in a note about the Rockhampton blacks, 
without apparently knowing the enormously wide diffusion of the 
turn-dun. He finds no regular tattooing, but only the cutting of 
clumsy gashes in the flesh. Fire-marking is practised in the 
primeval style of the Sanskrit Pramantha. In morals the blacks 
are honest among themselves, not taking a wild-honey hive if 
another man has marked it as already discovered. As to art, Dr. 
Lumholtz found some rough drawings, in black and red, on the 
roof of a cave, nothing like what Sir George Grey describes 
and illustrates. As to music, a popular native song travels 
across wide regions from tribe to tribe. The blacks did not like 
Dr. Lumholtz’s own singing. As to marriage, he makes the 
truly astounding statement, “ Marriage may be either endogamous 
or exogamous.” This has no meaning. Endogamous within 
what limits? exogamous outside of what limits? We are not told; 
nor do we learn whether the Totem system prevails, or the curious 





nomenclature of degrees of kindred recorded by Mr. Fison and 
others. On this important and difficult question Dr. Lumholtz 
offers no information (p. 164). He saw a black marriage (pp. 
212, 213). There appears to have been a faint semblance of a 
capture ceremony, the bride resisting and screaming, although 
she was a widow and her betrothed a widower. There is a good 
deal of true love among the blacks, and it seldom or never runs 
smooth. As “good” in English is “fat” in Australian, the story 
is probably true about the missionary—not a story of Dr, 
Lumholtz’s. After many years of work in the field, this 
good missionary was taken apart by some anxious but meagre 
inquirers in his flock. “Sir,” said they, “must aman be very 
fat to enter the Kingdom of Heaven?” He was able to reassure 
them. As to cookery, Dr. Lumholtz says, “ the natives never use 
boiling water in preparing their food, hence they have no kettles.” 
Probably he means “decause they have no kettles,” though boil- 
ing water can be produced without them. They can send mes- 
sages on carved sticks, of which examples are engraved. They 
are not cases of picture writing, and it is not clear how they are 
deciphered. Their chief skill is in basket-making and plaiting. 
For the latter they use opossum yarn. Their main internal trade 
is in stones for tomahawk-heads : they are neolithic enough to 
polish some tomahawk-heads, but leave this undone when the 
stone is sharp enough while unpolished. They are so generous 
that property scarcely exists—“ a strong tendency to communism 
hinders social development,” as among the Fuegians. When 
they have learned English they hate to be addressed in pigeon 
English. “You been see ’im tshukki tshukki big fellow?” an 
Englishman asked a black. “I suppose you mean an Emu,” 
was the sarcastic reply. 

This is a pretty complete analysis of Dr. Lumholtz’s remarks 
about the blacks. He himself found them boorish, insolent, and 
unsympathetic ; perhaps treacherous. But they are so bullied, 
shot, and generally ill-treated by many settlers (not all), and by 
the native police, that amiable manners can hardly be expected. 
Dr. Lumholtz might be a more accomplished anthropologist, but 
he is a most interesting writer, and an ardent naturalist. His 
volume is admirably illustrated with really good wood-cuts, not 
cheap processes, as is now the custom. 





RECENT VERSE. 


A GARDEN OF DREAMS. Lyrics and Sonnets. By Louise Chandler 
Moulton. London: Macmillan & Co. 1890. 

IN CLOVER AND HEATHER. By Wallace Bruce. London and Edinburgh: 
William Blackwood & Sons. 1890. 

THE DAWN oF DEATH. By Luscombe Searelle, F.R.G.S. London: 
Triibner & Co, 1889. 

INDIA: A DESCRIPTIVE PorM. By H. B. W. Garrick. London: Triibner 
& Co. 1889. 

Louis THE ELEVENTH: A DRAMA. By John Arthur Coupland. London: 
Elliot Stock. 1889. 


“A GARDEN OF DREAMS” is to genuine poetry as Jot-fourri to 
a rose-bush thriving in sun, rain, and dew. The flower is there, 
et si non alium late jactaret odorem, it was a rose: but it is dead, 
and strewn with dust from drawing-room furniture. The authoress 
is melodious and well-connected ; but verse may owe little to 
family distinction, even though it deal with ghosts. We all have 
ghosts in these democratic times ; and as for yearnings after 
dear, dead days and what might have been, the very clerks carry 
them about on omnibuses. Our rude forefathers used to hide 
their skeletons in cupboards; and the habit may have been 
morally unsanitary. But is it less so to parade them in the 


market-place, crowned with red and white roses, rue, and rose- - 


mary, and labelled “ Love’s Resurrection Day,” “ He Loved,” “ If 
Love could Last,” “The Last Good-bye,” “ Ac /acet,” and the 
like? What a barren, hopeless criticism of life it is! What a 
tame surrender of the problem is implied in such a stanza as 
this— 
‘* Ah! roses that stayed when she vanished, 
Ah! roses that smile, though she went, 


How you mock at the sadness of parting, 
With your passionless, perfect content!" 


The man or woman that wishes for help in life had better turn to 
“ Sally in Our Alley.” The lines— 


** And when my seven long years are out, 
O, then. I'll marry Sally!" 
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are neither profound nor conspicuously melodious ; but at least 
they are alive and breathe an honest hopefulness. 

Wallace Bruce is a good name, but must be slightly hard to 
live up to. It is but fair to say, however, that its owner is cheer- 
ful under it. He, too, hails from America, and is the complacent 
possessor of perhaps the most thoroughly middle-class Muse on 
that continent ; but he is effusively Scotch, none the less, as may 
be seen from the following extract— 


Scotr’s GREETING TO BURNS. 


[Scott's statue introducing Burns's statue to Shakespeare's, in Central Park, 
New York, the night after the unveiling of Burns's statue in 1880—the 
three statues being within easy speaking distance of each other.) 


‘* We greet you, Robbie, here to-night, 
Beneath these stars so pure and bright ; 
We greet you, poet, come at last 
With ‘ Will’ and me your lot to cast. 


** We've talked aboot you mony a day, 
And wondered when you'd be this way. 
Reach out your hand, and gie’s a shake 
Just ance, for auld acquaintance’ sake. 


‘ We welcome you from Scotia's strand, 
And reach to you a brither's hand ; 
A kindred soul to greet you turns— 
Will Shakespeare, this is Robbie Burns. 


- * . * 

O Robbie, if we had a plaid, 

We'd quite convert yon Stratford lad. 

He said, in truth, but yestermorn, 

‘I'm Scotch in wit, though English born ; 


** And, Walter, it may yet appear 
That Scotland takes in Warwickshire. 
Let Avon be the border line, 

Blot out the Tweed, or draw it fine.’ 


Of course we knew that every Scot believed in heart that 
Shakespeare came from Peebles ; but it takes a man called Wallace 
Bruce to stand up and say so. So it is all the more unfortunate 
that this bold Scot pronounces “plaid” like acockney. Mr. W. 
Bruce (how cheap the name sounds thus !) is a blatant sort of 
person, but his enthusiasm seems honest. 

The author of “The Dawn of Death” says that there isa 
sequel to his book : “ Whether it be ever published depends upon 
the verdict pronounced by the press and public on the present 
work.” We should feel some compunction in taking him at his 
word, and deprecating the sequel, did he not call the goddess 
Popularity a “ squinting knock-kneed harlot” on p. 96. We can 
assure Mr. Searelle that he will find no difficulty in avoiding her. 
His poem has about the same value as any average fit of hysterics. 

Mr. Garrick is not onlya bard, but also an Assistant Archzo- 
logist to the Government of India, and he seems to have got the 
two professions into a tangle. It has fallen to his lot (he tells us) 
to traverse the entire length and breadth of India during the past 
ten years ; but we resent being dragged up and down that country 
after him for about the same space of time—for his “ descriptive 
poem” is excessively long, and has monstrous foot-notes. Let 
every man criticise it for himself, for we confess an inability to 
grapple with such stanzas as this, that deals with the clothing of 
the Punjab— 

** Where flow the boreal streams of bright Punjab, 
‘The people in that cold clime keep them warm, 
Both sexes, in a common nether garb 
Which Britons ‘ breeches’ call, Indians ‘ paijam’ ; 
Here ladies cross the steed without alarm 
Male-fashion ; for, dispensing with a skirt, 
Their female modesty ne drees aught harm, 
Nor can a gale of wind decorum hurt. 
Punjab's Amazonian daughters breeched are and alert.” 


Or this, that reminds one of a famous story about Calverley— 


‘** When they [the Aryans] descended to the low-hying, rank 
And fumy loathsome moisture of Bengal, 
Malarious exhalations, rotten, dank, 
With foul miasma clammy, weakened all 
Who did in its disgusting vapour fall. 
Here they luxurious and effeminate grew, 
And their wants multiplied—they learnt to loll 
On pillow'd carpets, or supine to view 
Submerged plains where the rice-fields loamy ooze did spew.” 


As for Louis the Eleventh: a Drama, Act 1., Scene 1, begins— 
** Why, how now, cousin? Wherefore look you sad?” 


and the striking originality of this line is maintained to the end. 





MR. BLACK’S NEW NOVEL. 


Tue New Prince Fortunatus. By William Black. Three vols. 
London: Sampson Low & Co, 


As arule, Mr. Black is singularly happy in his choice of titles, but 
his usual felicity in this respect seems to have deserted him when 
he came toname his latest novel. The only resemblance which 
we have been able to discover between the “ New Prince For- 
tunatus” and his famous prototype, consists in the circumstance 
that both of them, for a time at all events, had the world at their 
feet. Side-lights on society and the stage as they exist to-day in 
London abound in these three volumes, and satire and sympathy 
alternate in the delineation. The hero is a young baritone, who 
captivates the town by his skill as an operatic singer, and Mr. 
Black finds a congenial theme in a full, true, and particular 
accountof Lionel Moore’s theatrical triumphs, social popularity,and 
dramatic escapades. We are permitted to see “ Prince Fortunatus” 
on and off the stage, but we never feel quite at home in his 
company, for he strikes us throughout as being a very theatrical 
personage. Of course he is young, handsome, and fascinating, 
and therefore it goes without the saying that earls’ daughters 
openly pay him marked attentions, and shop-girls adore him in 
secret, whilst a sweet Neapolitan girl whom he befriends regards 


‘him as an elder brother. All this cheap renown and flattering 


homage, accompanied as it is by “ albums and birth-day books sent 
for his autograph, music beseeching commendation, and even MS. 
plays, accompanied by pathetic appeals from unknown authors,” 
turns a head that was never too strong, and “ Prince Fortunatus ” 
awakens in a disenchanted world, and all because Lady Cunyng- 
ham’s daughter, with whom he had flirted inthe Highlands, promptly 
flings him overboard when he ventures to propose at Brighton. 
Mr. Black tells us in so many words that Lionel Moore was 
“in love not so much with Honnor Cunyngham as with the 
condition of life which she represented,” and we see no reason, 
from the course of the story, to doubt the statement, and there- 
fore it is rather difficult to pump up any sympathy with his 
vaporising, disconsolate hero. Lionel returns to town, a sadder 
and a wiser man, to paint his face, to put on his finery, and to 
flatter himself that his life was in the sere and yellow leaf. 
Miss Kate Burgoyne—the principal lady in the opera—did not 
think so, however, and she contrived to charm so wisely that 
presently she “entrapped ”—to borrow Mr. Black’s very ungal- 
lant expression—the brilliant actor into a hasty engagement. 
Then the plot thickens, for the perfectly bewitching Italian 
girl Nina, about whom in sane moments “ Prince Fortunatus ” had 
dreamed dreams, suddenly disappears from the scene. With her 
dramatic departure the memory of sunny, sentimental hours 
which the two had spent together in student days at Naples was 
strangely revived. This pretty, modest, gentle girl is drawn with 
great skill and tenderness, and from the moment of her arrival in 
London as a friendless stranger the interest of the story per- 
ceptibly quickens. She is the Cinderella of this romance of real 
life, only she comes to the “ Prince” in a bashful, embarrassed 
manner when he is in trouble, instead of waiting for the “ Prince” 
to bring the glass slipper to her lowly door. Then it comes to 
pass that Lionel sees only too plainly when it is too late that he has 
played the fool exceedingly by yielding—:n a fit of chagrin—to the 
blandishments of Miss Kate Burgoyne. The nearing prospect of a 
lifelong alliance with that lady grows more and more repellent, 
and Nina’s gentle companionship and wayward charm more and 
more difficult to renounce. Once more he loses his head, and 
with it his health and money, and it looks uncommonly as if he 
would end his life as a reckless gambler. In this dilemma a 
good Samaritan comes to his rescue, and Miss Burgoyne, acting 
on the principle of enlightened self-interest—quickened by the 
fact that a young lord is dangling at her heels—is graciously 

leased with her own hand to open Lionel’s prison-door, and the 
infatuated “ Prince Fortunatus” regains his liberty—only, however, 
to be led captive again by a new enslaver, whose name it is needless 
to utter. The story drags somewhat in its opening chapters, and 
we are kept quite long enough in the atmosphere of Drury Lane 
and Mayfair; but there are some exquisite descriptions of scenery 
and sport in the Highlands, and a good many clever character 
sketches of journalistic life in London. As usual, the girls who 
figure prominently in the book, as well as others who play a 
minor part in the development of the story, are drawn to the life, 
and some of the men, notably that gentle cynic Mangan, are hit 
off with undeniable vigour. The book throughout 1s extremely 
readable, and there are passages in it of deep feeling and rare 
imaginative insight. The closing episodes in the story are 
powerfully told, and the book grows in dramatic intensity as it 
nears its final page. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


A LITTLE book of the well-known “ primer ” description which gives in 
the compass of scarcely more than a hundred pages a ‘‘ Short History of 
British India” is the latest, and not the least welcome, addition to the 
Pitt Press Series. Mr. Carlos has endeavoured, with quite noteworthy 
success, to sketch in bold outline for boys and other beginners the tangled 
course of events which has led to the political and social condition of aftairs 
which exists to-day amongst our fellow-subjects in the East. Rapidly 
but clearly the physical features of India are described, next the charac- 
teristics of the different races which dwell in it are emphasised, and then 
the five great religions which confront Christianity in the East are passed 
in review. The earliest event in the history of India of which there is 
authentic record is the invasion of the Punjab by Alexander the Great 
(B.C. 326-—5), and from this point onwards all the great landmarks in 
the story are given, such as the Mohammedan Conquest, the Moghul 
supremacy, the settlement of the Portuguese at Goa, the establishment of 
the East India Company, the rivalry and military struggle of French and 
English for the mastery, the Mahratta, Burmese, and Afgan Wars, the 
Mutiny of 1857, and the gradual conciliation of the natives, and the con- 
solidation of our Indian Empire during the last thirty years. The Indian 
names which occur in the manual are, as a rule, spelt according to the 
** Imperial Gazetteer of India,” edited by Sir W.W. Hunter—a work which 
represents the system of orthography adopted in 1870 by the authority of 
the Indian Government; the only exception which has been made has 
been in favour of a few names, which have acquired such wide popular 
currency that they are wisely left unaltered. Mr. Carlos gives a list of 
authorities, and of course refers those who wish to know more about the 
subject to the works of Gibbon, Talboys Wheeler, Kaye, Elphinstone, 
Mill, Max Miiller, Strachey, Seeley, Bosworth Smith, Monier Williams, 
and Lyall. In these days the history of India ought to form a definite 
part of every boy’s education, and this volume is admirably adapted for 
young students who wish to begin by making themselves familiar with the 
rudiments of the subject. 


Although we took up Mr. Conder Gray’s ‘“‘Idle Musings” in an 
appreciative spirit, we have discovered next to nothing in these 
** twenty-six essays in social mosaic” which rises in the least degree 
above the level of respectable but hum-drum common-place. The 
subjects discussed are, for the most part, such familiar themes as polite- 
ness, fussy people, true gentlemen, falling in love, marriage and giving 
in marriage, luck, making the best of things, and the uses of solitude. 
There is not a gleam of distinction about Mr. Gray's style; he merely 
writes fluently, and, in the main, pleasantly, and he generally contrives 
to illustrate his rather trite moralisings with more or less apposite quota- 
tion or anecdote. Sometimes he does manage at the outset of his 
remarks to hit the nail on the head, but, unfortunately, like a carpenter 
we once knew who possessed more zeal than discretion—he goes on 
clumsily hammering until he splits the boards. The book is perfectly 
innocuous, and may be placed in the hands of young persons well stricken 
in their teens without the least misgiving. 

The aim of the series to which a little volume called “ England 
Under Charles II.” belongs, is to set forth the facts of our national 
history, political and social, by extracts from the chronicles, state papers, 
memoirs, and letters of the time, as well as from other contemporary 
literature which throws light on the men and movements of the epoch con- 
cerned. In the present instance Mr. Taylor, with the help of Mr. Bullen, 
of the British Museum, and other scholars, has compiled a most interest- 
ing volume, which illustrates in a remarkably graphic manner the course 
of events from the Restoration of the Stuarts to the Treaty of Nimeguen. 
Mr. Taylor has unearthed a number of curious contemporary documents 
and pamphlets which vividly illustrate the political and social condition 
of the times. Perhaps the most noteworthy of these sources of informa- 
tion are Rugge’s Manuscript Diary, 1659—1672, Crook’s ‘‘ Historian’s 
Guide,” and the unprinted narrative of Boghurst, a physician who prac- 
tised in London in the time of the Plague. This is a really valuable 
book, and it brings the reader into close touch with the people and 
events described. 

Mr. Spenser Wilkinson, who is already favourably known by a 
volume of essays on the Volunteer Force, has just published, under the 
title of ‘‘ The Brain of an Army,” a popular account of the German 

eneral staff and its relations to the military institutions of the Father- 
fand. In order to illustrat: the general staff at work, the campaign of 
1866 rather than that of 1870 has been selected, because it throws into 
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greater prominence some of the relationships which exist between 
strategy and policy. A year or two ago, when General Brackenbury was 
examined by a Select Committee appointed to investigate the Army and 
Navy Estimates, he laid great stress on the efficiency of the general staff of 
the German Army, which he described as the keystone of the whole system 
of German military ee. and as the powerfu! brain of the entire 
service. General Brackenbury added, ‘‘I cannot but feel that to the 
want of any such great central thinking department is due that want of 
economy and efficiency which to a certain extent exists in our army.” 
Mr. Wilkinson endeavours to show the actual working of the military 
organisation of Germany, and he also strives to point out what are 
its peculiarities, ‘‘local, temporary, and personal,” and what the 
‘unchangeable principles, in virtue of which it has prospered.” He 
describes with great clearness the preliminaries of a campaign, the 
manner in which military responsibility is distributed, and the way 
in which the general staff is recruited, regulated, and controlled. The 
book takes the reader behind the scenes and enables him to understand 
—so far, at least, as that is possible to a civilian—the Prussian system of 
division of labour, and graduation of authority, and responsibility, by 
means of which the German army has been brought to its present pitch 
of perfection. 


Last November Sir Frederick Young read a paper at a meeting of the 
Royal Colonial Institute on ‘‘ A Winter Tour in South Africa,” which 
he has now amplified and published in volume form. Sir Frederick 
visited Cape Town, Kimberley, Bechuanaland, Johannesburg, Pretoria, 
Natal, Maritzburg, Durban, and other centres of interest. He gives a 
plain, straightforward account of his travels, and sums up his impressions 
of the places he visited with business-like brevity and decision. Perhaps 
the most interesting passage in the book is the description of the week 
at Johannesburg—a town which did not exist two or three years ago, 
but now possesses a decidedly mixed and very energetic populatior. 
Sir Frederick Young extols the climate of South Africa, and expresses 
the hope that some thoroughly efficient system of sanitary organisation 
may be speedily established in the towns which are springing up in the 
Transvaal. He discusses the native question, and asserts that the Kafirs 
are becoming masters of the situation, and that constant intercourse with 
white people is having the effect of introducing among them the germs 
of an incipient civilisation. He states that he was never in a country 
which required railways more than the Transvaal, and he paints a glowing 
picture of the future of South Africa, with its miliions of acres of fer- 
tile and so far uncultivated land. He does not believe that the political 
— in South Africa is insoluble. What is wanted, he contends, is 

mperial Federation. The book is illustrated by photographs, and 
contains a capital map of South Africa, on which Sir Frederick Young’s 
journey of four thousand miles is indicated by a red line. 


Mr. Edward Walford’s ‘*‘ Windsor Peerage for 1890” is an attractive 
and handy volume of five hundred and forty pages, containing, in 
double columns, a full, true, and particular account of the titled classes of 
England, Scotland, and Ireland. The social ‘‘order of precedence” 
is not observed, for the names are placed in the more convenient order of 
the alphabet, so that Sir Frederick Abbot comes before the Duke 
of Abercorn, and Sir Peter Edlin rubs shoulders with a Peer of the 
Blood Royal. The information which is given is clear and concise, 
and fortunately we are spared long pedigrees and distant relatives. ‘‘The 
Windsor Peerage,” in fact, brings within reasonable compass the pith 
and marrow of many larger and more ambitious compilations. 


**The London Diocese Book and Church Calendar for 1890” has 
just attained its twenty-fifth year of issue, and is published with the 
authority of the Bishop of London. It contains statistics of the Anglican 
Communion, detailed information concerning the Provinces of Canter- 
terbury and York, and a list of Theological Colleges, Missionary In- 
stitutions, and Educational and Benevolent Societies, connected with the 
Church of England all over the world. Nothing, so far as we can 
discover, which concerns Church activity in the diocese of London, 
appears to have been overlooked by the compilers of this unpretending 
but convenient work of reference. Indeed, we are amazed at the extent 
and variety of the facts which are compressed in its careful and well- 
arranged pages. 
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